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PREFACE. 



1 HE foUawir^ attempts in Verse are laid before the Pvb^ 
lie with extreme diffidence. The Author is very conscious 
that thejuroenile efforts of a youths who has not received the 
polish of Academical discipline, and who has been but sparingly 
blessed with opportunities for the prosecution of scholastic 
pursuits^ must necessarily be defective in the accuracy and 
finished elegance which mark the works of the man who has 
passed his life in the retirement of his study, furnishing his 
mind with images, and at the same time attaining the power 
of disposing those images to the best advantage. 

The unpremeditated effusions of a Boy, from his thirteenth 
year, employed, not in the acquisition of literary information^ 
but in the more active business of life, must not be expected 
to exhibit any considerable portion of the correctness of a 
Virgil, or the vigorous compression of a Horace. Men are 
not, I believe, frequently known to bestow much labour on 
their amusements: and these Poems were, most of them, 
written merely to beguile a leisure hour, or to Jill up the 
languid intervals of studies of a severer nature. 



flag TO oiKeiog epyov ayoLiroLoOf " Every one loves his own 
worky* says the Slagyrite ; but it was no overweening qffectimi 
of this kind which induced this publication. Had the Aiiihor 
relied on his awn judgment only^ these Poems would not, in 
all probaMliiyj ever have seen the light. 

Perhaps it may be asked of him, what are his motives for 
this publication ? He answers — simply these : The Jacili" 
tation, through its means, of those studies which, from his 
earliest infancy, have beerp the principal objects of his am- 
bition ; and the increase of the capacity to pursue those in- 
clinations which may one day place him in an honourable 
station in the scale of society. 

The principal Poem in this little collection {Clifton Grave) 
is, he fears, deficient in numbers and harmonious coherency 
of parts. It is, however, merely to be regarded as a descrip- 
tion of a nocturnal ramble in that charming retreat, accom- 
panied with such reflections as the scefie naturally suggested. 
It was written twelve months ago, when the Author was in his 
siocteenth year : — The Miscellanies are some of them the pro- 
ductions of a very early age. — Of the Odes, that " To an 
early Primrose*^ was written at thirteen — the others are of 
a later date. -^ The Sonnets are chiefly irregular ; they have, 
perhapSj no other claim to that specific denomination, than 
that they consist only of fourteen lines^ 



Such are the Poems towards which I entreat the lenity of 

the Public. The Critic will doubtless find in them imich to 

21 



condemn; he may likewise possibly discaoer somelhing to 
commend. Let him scan my favlts with an indulgent eye^ 
and in the work of that correction which I invite^ let him 
remember he is holding the iron Mace of Criticism over the 
Jlimsy stq)erstructure of a youth of seventeen^, and^ remember^ 
ing thatf may he forbear from cnvshingy by too much rigour^ 
the painted butterfly whose transient colours may otherwise be 
capable of (tjfyrding a momenfs innocent amusement. 

H. K. WHITE. 

KOTTINGH^VM. 



A 
I 



i^ i 



TO MY LYRE. 

AN ODE. 
I. 

1 Hou simple Lyre ! — Thy music wild 

Has seiVd to charm the weary hour, 
And many a lonely night has 'guil'd. 
When even pain has own'd and smiPd, 
Its fascinating power. 

II. 
Yet, oh my Lyre ! the busy crowd 

Will little heed thy simple tones : 
Them mightier minstrels harping loud 
Engross, — and thou and I must shroud 

Where dark oblivion 'thrones. 

III. 
No hand, thy diapason o'er, 

Well skill'd, I throw with sweep sublime ; 
For me, no academic lore 
Has taught the solemn strain to pour. 

Or build the polish'd rhyme. 

IV. 
Yet thou to Sylvan themes canst soar ; 

Thou know'st to charm the tiooodland train : 
Tfie rustic swains believe thy power 
Can hush the wild winds when they roar. 

And still the billowy main. 
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V. 

These honours, Lyfd, We yet May keep, 

I, still unknown, may live with thee, 
And gentle zephyr's wing will sweep 
Thy solemn string, where low I sleep, 
Beneath the alder tree. 

VI. 
This little dirge will pl^se mt more 

Than the full requiem's swelling peal ; 
I'd rather than that crowds should sigh 
For me, that from some kindred eye 
The trickling tear should steal. 

VIZ. 
Yet dear to me the wreath of bay, 

Perhaps from me debarr'd : 
And dear to me the classic zone, 
Which, snatch'd from leaming^s laboured throne, 
Adorns the accepted bard. 

VIM. 
And O ! if yet 'twere mine to dwell 
Where Cam or Isis winds along. 
Perchance, inspir'd with ardour chaste, 
I yet might call the eiir of taste 
To listen to my song. 

IX. 
Oh I then, my little friend, thy style 

I'd change to happier lays^ 
Oh ! then, the cloister'd ^ooms diould smile^ 
And through the long^ the fretted aiste 
Should swell the note of prjBise. 




CLIFTON GROVE. 



A SKETCH IN VERSE. 



Lo 1 in the west, fast fades the lingering light, 
And day's last vestige takes its. silent flight. 
No more is heard the woodman's measur'd stroke. 
Which, with the dawn, from yonder dingle broke; 
No more hoarse clamouring o'er the uplifted head. 
The crows assembling, seek their wind-rock'd bed; 
Still'd is the village hum — the woodland sounds 
Have ceas'd to echo o'er the dewy grounds, 
And general silence reigns, save when below, 
The murn^uring Trent is scarcely heard to flow ; 
And save when, swung by 'nighted rustic late. 
Oft, on its hinge, rebounds the jarring gate ; 
Or when the sheep-bell, in the distant vale. 
Breathes its wild music on the downy gale. 

Now, when the rustic wears the social smile, 

Releas'd from day and its attendant toil. 

And draws his household round their evening fire. 

And tells the oft-told tales that never tire ; 

Or where the town's blue turrets dimly rise, 

And manufacture taints the ambient skies. 

The pale mechanic leaves the labouring loom, 

The air-pent hold, the pestilential room. 

And rushes out, impatient to begin 

The stated course of customary sin ; 



12 



Now, now my solitary way I bend 

Where solemn groves in awful state impend. 

And cliffs, that boldly rise above the plain. 

Bespeak, blest Clifton ! thy sublime domain. 

Here lonely wandering o'er the sylvan bower, 

I come to pass the meditative hour ; 

To bid awhile the strife of passion cease. 

And woo the calms of solitude and peace. 

And oh ! thou sacred Power, who rear'st on high 

Thy leafy throne where waving poplars sigh ! 

Genius of woodland shades ! wlwse mild controul 

Steals with resistless witchery to the soul. 

Come with thy wonted ardour, and inspire 

My glowing bosom with thy hallowed fire. 

And thou too, Fancy, from thy starry sphere. 

Where to the hymning orbs thou lend'st thine ear. 

Do thou descend, and bless my ravish'd sight, 

Veird in soft visions of serene delight. 

At thy command the gale that passes by 

Bears in its whispers mystic harmony. 

Thou wav'st thy wand, and la ! what forms appear ! 

On the dark cloud what giant shapes career ! 

The ghosts of Ossian skim the misty vale. 

And hosts of Sylphids on the moon-beams sail. 

This gloomy alcove, darkling to the sight, 
Where meeting trees create eternal night ; 
Save, when from yonder stream, the sunny ray, 
Reflected, gives a dubious gleam of day ; 
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Recalls, endearing to my alter'd mind, 

Times, when beneath the boxen hedge reclin'd, 

I watch'd the lapwing to her clamorous brood ; 

Or lur'd the robin to its scatter'd food ; 

Or woke with song the woodland echo wild, 

And at each gay response delighted smil'd. 

How oft, when childhood threw its golden ray 

Of gay romance o'er every happy day. 

Here would I run, a visionary boy, 

When the hoarse tempest shook the vaulted sky, 

And, fancy-led, beheld the Almighty's form 

Sternly careering on the eddying storm ; 

And heard, while awe congeal'd my inmost soul, 

His voice terrific in the thunders roll. 

With secret joy, I view'd with vivid glare 

The voUey'd lightnings cleave the sullen air ; 

And, as the warring winds around revil'd, 

With awful pleasure big, — I heard and smil'd. 

Belov'd remembrance ! — Memory which endears 

This silent spot to my advancing years. 

Here dwells eternal peace, eternal rest. 

In shades like these to live is to be blest. 

While happiness evades the busy crowd. 

In rural coverts loves the maid to shroud. 

And thou too. Inspiration, whose wild flame 

Shoots with electric swiftness through the frame^ 

Thou here dost love to sit with up-tum'd eye. 

And listen to the stream that murmurs by. 

The woods that wave, the grey owl's silken flight, 

The mellow music of the listening night. 
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Congenial calms more welcome to my breast 

Than maddening joy in dazzling lustre drest, 

To heaven my prayers, my daily prayers, I raise, 

That ye may bless my unambitious days. 

Withdrawn, remote, from all the haunts of strife, 

May trace with me the lowly vale of life, 

And when her banner Death shall o'er me wave, 

May keep your peacefel vigils on my grave. 

Now as I rove, where wide the prospect grows, 

A livelier light upon my vision flows. 

No more above the embracing branches meet. 

No more the river gurgles at my feet. 

But seen deep, down the cliff's impending side. 

Through hanging woods, now gleams its sBva: tide. 

Dim is my upland path, —across the Green 

Fantastic shadows fling, yet oft between 

The chequer'd glooms, the moon her chaste ray shcd« 

Where knots <rf blue-beli« droop' their graceful heads, 

And beds of violets blooming 'mid the trees, 

Load with waste fragrance the nocttimal breeze. 

Say, why does Maa, while to his opening dight 
Each shrub presents a source of chaste ddiighl^^ 
And Nature bids for him her treasures flow, 
And gives to him alpne^ his bliss to know, 
Why^ doe3 \^ pant for Vice's deadly charms ? 
Why clasp the syr^i Pleasure to his arms ? 
And suck deep dirauj^ts of her voluptuous breath. 
Though fraught with ruin, infamy, and death ? 
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Could he who thus to vile enjojnfnent clings, 
Kjiow what calm joy from parer sources springs ; 
Could he but feel how sweet, how free from strife, 
The harmless pleasures of a harmless life, 
No more his soul would pant for joys impure, 
The deadly chalice would no more allure. 
But the sweet portion he was wont to sip,^ 
Would turn to poison on hb conscious lip. 

Fair Nature ! thee,, im all thy varied dbarms, 
Fain would I clasp for ever in my arms ! 
Thine are the sweets which never j never sate, 
Thine still remain through all the storms of fate. 
Though not for me, 'twas Heaven's divine command 
To roll in acres of paternal land^ 
Yet still my lot is blest, while I enjoy 
Thine opening beaulies with a lover's eye« 

Happy is he, who, though the cup of bliss^ 
Has ever shuiui'd lum whan he thougfU to kiss. 
Who, sglill ia abject poverty or pain. 
Can count with pleaawe what small joys rsmaia : 
Though W/ere. hi3 sight conveyed frcHaok zone to zone, 
He would not.find oibe^ spot of ground hia own. 
Yet as he looks wouad, he criea^ wkh glee^. 
These bou^di9g prospecta all were made &r me : 
For me yon waving fields their burthen bear. 
For me yon labourer guides the shining share, 
While happy I m idle ease recline, 
And mark the glorious visions as they shine. 
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This is the charm, by sages often told. 
Converting all it touches into gold. 
Content can soothe, where'er by fortune plac'd. 
Can rear a garden in the desert waste. 

How lovely, from this hill's superior height, 
Spreads the wide view before my straining sight ! 
O'er many a varied mile of lengthening ground, 
E'en to the blue-ridg'd bill's remotest bound, 
My ken is borne ; while o'er my head serene. 
The silver moon illumes the misty scene ; 
Now shining clear, now darkening in the glade. 
In all the soft varieties of shade. 

Behind me, lo ! the peaceful hamlet lies. 

The drowsy god has seal'd the cotter's eyes. 

No more, where late the social faggot blaz'd. 

The vacant peal resounds, by little rais'd , 

But lock'din silence, o'er Arion's* star 

The slumbering Night rolls on her velvet car : 

The church-bell tolls, deep-sounding down the glade. 

The solann hour for walking spectres made ; 

The simple plough-boy, wakening with the sound. 
Listens aghast, and turns him startled round. 
Then stops his ears, and strives to close his eyes, 
Lest at the sound some grisly ghost should rise. 



* The Constellation Delpbinus. For authority for this appellatioa^ 
vide Ovid's Fasti, B* xi. 113. 
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Now ceas'd the long, the monitory toll, 
Returning silence stagnates in the soul ; 
Save when, disturbed by dreams, with wild a£Sright, 
The deep-mouth'd mastiff bays the troubled night : 
Or where the village ale-house crowns the vale, 
The creeking sign-post whistles to the gale. 
A little onwai*d let me bend my way, 
Where the moss'd seat invites the traveller's stiay. 
That spot, oh ! yet it is the very same ; 
That hawthorn gives it shade, and gave it name : 
There yet the primrose opes its earliest bloom, 
There yet the violet sheds its first perfume. 
And in the branch that rears above the rest 
The robin unmolested builds its nest. 
'Twas here when hope, presiding o'er my breast, , 
In vivid colours every prospect drest : 
'Twas here, reclining, I indulg'd her dreams, 
And lost the hour in visionary schemes. 
Here> as I press once more the ancient seat, ^ 
. Why,. bland deceiver ! not renew the cheat? 
Say, can a few short years this change achieve 
That thy allusions can no more deceive ! 
Time's sombrous tints have every view rferspread, 
And thou too, gay Seducer ; art thou fled ? 
Though vain thy promise, and the suit severe. 
Yet thou could'st guile Misfortune of her tear. 
And oft thy smiles across life's gloomy way 
Could throw a gleam of transitory day. 
How gay, in youth, the flattering future seems ! 
How sweet is manhood in the infant's dreams ! 

VOL. II. c 
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The dire mistake too soon is brought to light. 

And all is buried in redoubled night. 

Yet some can rise superior to their pain, 

And in their breasts the charmer Hope retain : 

While others, dead to feeling, can survey, 

Unmov'd, their fairest pi'ospects fede away : 

But yet a few there be, -^too soon o'er cast ! 

Who shrink unhappy from the adverse blast, 

And woo the first bright gleam, which breaks the gloom, 

To gild the silent slumbers of the tomb. 

So in these shades the early primrose blows. 

Too soon deceiv'd by suns and melting snows ; 

So falls untimely on the desert waste, 

Its blossoms withering in the northern blast. 

Now pass'd whate'er the upland heights display, 

Down the steqp cliiF I wind my devious way. 

Oft rousing, as the rustling path I beat. 

The timid hare from its accustom'd seat. 

And, oh ! how sweet this walk o'erhung with wood. 

That winds the margin of the solemn flood ! 

What rural objects steal upon the sight ! 

What ri^g views prolong the calm delight ! 

The brooklet bran<^ing from the silver Trent, 

The whispering birch by every zeph)nr bent, 

The woody island, and the naked mead. 

The lowly hut half hid in groves of read. 

The rural wicket, and the rural, stile. 

And, frequent interspersed, the woodman's pile* 
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Above, below, where'er I turn my eyes. 
Rocks, waters, woods, in grand succession rise. 
High up the clifFthe varied groves ascend, 
And moumful laixshes o'er the wave impend* 
Around, what sounds, what magic sounds, arise» 
What glimm'ring scenes salute my ravish'd eyes I 
Soft sleep the waters on their pebbly bed, 
The woods wave gently o'er my drooping head, 
And swelling slow, comes wafted on the wind. 
Lorn Progne's note from distant cqpse behind. 
Still, every rising sound of calm delight 

Stamps but the fearful silence of the nighty 

Save when is heard, between eadi dreary rest. 

Discordant from her solitary nest, 

The owl, dulUscreaming to the wandering moon ; 

Now riding, cloud-rapt, near her highest noon t 

Or when the wild«duck, southering, hither rides. 

And plunges sullen in the sounding tides. 

How oft, in this sequester'd spot, wh«n youth 
Gave to each tale the holy force of truth, 
Have I long lingered, while the milk- maid sung 
The tra^c legend, till the woodland rung I 
That tale, so sad ! which, still to memory dear^ 
From its sweet source can call the sacred tear^ 
And (lull'd to rest stern Reason's harsh control) 
Steal its soft magic to the passive soul. 
These hallpw'd shades, — these trees that woo^the y0ky^ 
Recall its fiuntest features to my mind. 
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A hundred passing years, with march sublime. 
Have swept beneath the silent wing of time, 
Since, in yon hamlet's solitary shade, 
Reclusely dwelt the far-famed Clifton Maid, 
The beauteous Margaret ; for her each swain 
Confest in private his peculiar pain. 
In secret sigh'd, a victim to despair, 
Nor dared to hope to win the peerless fair. 
No more the shepherd on the blooming mead 
Attun'd to gaiety his artless reed ; 
No more entwin'd the pansied wreath, to deck 
His favourite wether's unpolluted neck, 
But listless, by yon babbling stream reclin'd, 
He mix'd his sobbings with the passing wind, 
Bemoan'd his helpless love ; or, boldly bent, 
Far from these smiling fields, a rover went. 
O'er distant: lands, in search of ease, to roam, 
A self-will'd exile from his native home. 

Yet not to all the maid express'd disdain ; 

Her Bateman lov'd, nor lov'd the youth in vain. 

Full oft, low whispering o'er these arching boughs. 

The echoing vault responded to their vows. 

As here deep hidden from the glare of day. 

Enamoured oft, they took their secret way. 

Yon bosky dingle, still the rustics name ; 
'Twas there the blushing maid confess'd her flame. 
Down yon green lane they oft were seen to hie^ 
When evening slumber'd on the western sky. 
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That blasted yew, that mouldering walnut bare, 
Each bears mementos of the fated pair. 

One eve, when Autumn loaded every breeze 
With the fall'n honours of the mourning trees. 
The maiden waited at the accustom'd bower, 
And waited long beyond the appointed hour. 
Yet Bateman came not ; — o'er the woodland drear, 
Howling portentous, did the winds career; 
And bleak and dismal on the leafless woods, 
The fitful rains rush'd down in sullen floods ; 
The night was dark; as, now-and-then, the gale 
Paus'd for a moment, — Margaret listen'd, pale; 
But through the covert to her anxious ear. 
No rustling footstep spoke her lover near. 
Strange fears now filFd her breast, — she knew not why. 
She sigh'd, and Bateman's name was in each sigh. 
She hears a noise, — 'tis he, — he comes at last ; — 
Alas ! 'twas but the gale which hurried past : 
But now she hears a quickening footstep sound. 
Lightly it comes, and nearer does it bound ; 
'Tis Bateman's self, — he springs into her arms, 
'Tis he that clasps, and chides her vain alarms. 
" Yet why this silence ? — I have waited long, 
" And the cold storm has yell'd the trees among. 
** And now thou'rt here my fears are fled — yet speak, 
" Why does the salt tear moisten on thy cheek ? 
" Say, what is wrong ?" — Now, through a parting cloud, 
The pale moon peer'd from her tempestuous shroud, 
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And Batema^li faee was seen : — 'twas deadly white, 

And sorrow seem'd to sicken in his sight. 

** Oh, speak, my love !" again the maid conjur'd ; 

** Why is thy heart in sullen woe immur'd?" 

He rais'd his head, and thrice essay'd to tell, 

Thrice from his lips the unfinish'd accents fell ; 

When thus at last reluctantly He broke 

His boding silence, and the maid bespoke : 

'* Grieve not, my love, but ere the morn advance, 

" I on these fields must cast my parting glance ; 

For three long years, by cruel fate's command, 

I ^o to languish in a foreign land. 

Oh, Margaret ! omens dire have met my view, 
** Say, when far distant, wilt thou bear me true? 
•* Should honours tempt thee, and should riches fee, 
** Wouldst thou forget thine ardent vows to me, 
** And, oil the silken couch of wealth reclin'd, 
** Banish thy faithful Bateman from thy mind ?" 

** Oh ! why," replies the maid, " my faith thus prove? 
** Canst thou ! ah, canst thou, then suspect my love? 
" Hear me, just God ! if from my traitorous heart, 
*• My Bateman'is fond remembrance e'er shall part, 
** TSi when he hail again his native shore, 
" He finds his Margaret true to him no more, 
** Miiy fiends of hell, and every power of dread, 
** Conjoined, then drag me from my perjur'd bed, 
'* And hiirl me fieadlong down these awful steeps, 
** To find deserved death in yonder deeps !"* 




,f 1U pMrt of the Trent is commonly called " The Clifton Deeps.'' 
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Thus spake the maid, and from her finger drew 

A golden ring, and broke it quick in two ; 

One half she in her lovely bosom hides, 

The other, trembling, to her love confides. 

" This bind the vow," she said ; " this mystic charm, 

** No fiiture recantation can disarm; 

** The right vindictive does the fates involve ; 

** No tears can move it, no regrets dissolve," 



She ceas'd. The death-bird gave a dismal cry, 
The river moan'd, the wild gale whistled by, 
And once again the lady of the night 
Behind a heavy cloud withdrew her light. 
Trembling she view'd these portents with dismay : 
But gently Bateman kiss'd her fears away : 
Yet still he felt conceal'd a secret smart, 
Still melancholy bodings fiU'd his heart. 

When to the distant land the youth was sped, 
A lonely life the moody maiden led. 
Still would she trace each dear, each well-known walk, 
Still by the moonlight to her love would talk, 
And fancy, as she paced among the trees. 
She heard his whispers in the dying breeze. 
Thus two years glided on in silent grief; 
The third her bosom own'd the kind relief: -- 
Absence had cool'd lier love, — the impoverished flame 
Was dwindling fast, when, lo ! the tempter came ; 
He offer'd wealth, and all the joys of life, 
And the weak maid became another's wife I 
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Six guilty months had mark'd the false one's crime. 

When Bateman haird once more his native clime. 

Sure of her constancy, elate he came, 

The lovely partner of his soul to claim, 

Light was his heart, as up the well-known way 

He bent his steps — and all his thoughts were gay. 

Oh 1 who can paint his agonizing throes, 

When on his ear the fatal news arose ! 

Chiird with amazement, — senseless with the blow. 

He stood a marble monument of woe ; 

Till caird to all the horrors of despair, 

He smote his brow, and tore his horrent hair ; 

Then rush'd impetuous from the dreadful spot, 

And sought those scenes, (by memory ne'er forgot,) 

Those scenes, the witness of their growing flame, 

And now like witnesses of Margaret's shame. 

'Twas night — he sought the river's lonely shore. 

And trac'd again their former wanderings o'er. 

Now on the bank in silent grief he stood, 

And gaz'd intently on the stealing flood. 

Death in his mien and madness in bis eye. 

He watch'd the waters as they murmur'd by ; 

Bade the base murderess triumph o'er his grave — 

Prepar'd to plunge into the whelming wave. 

Yet still he stood irresolutely bent, 

Religion sternly stay'd his rash intent. 

He knelt. — Cool play'd upon his cheek the wind. 

And fann'd the fever of his maddening mind. 

The willows wav'd, the stream it sweetly swept, 

The paly moonbeam on its surface slept. 
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Thus spake the maid, and from her finger drew 

A golden ring, and broke it quick in two ; 

One half she in her lovely bosom hides. 

The other, trembling, to her love confides. 

** This bind the vow," she said ; " this mystic charm, 

** No fiiture recantation can disarm ; 

" The right vindictive does the fates involve ; 

** . No tears can move it, no regrets dissolve.' 
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She ceas'd. The death-bird gave a dismal cry, 
The river moan'd, the wild gale whistled by. 
And once again the lady of the night 
Behind a heavy cloud withdrew her light. 
Trembling she viewed these portents with dismay : 
But gendy Bateman kiss'd her fears away : 
Yet still he felt concealed a secret smart, 
Still melancholy bodings fiU'd his heart. 

When to the distant land the youth was sped, 
A lonely life the moody maiden led. 
Still would she trace each dear, each well-known walk, 
Still by the moonlight to her love would talk, 
And fancy, as she paced among the trees. 
She heard his whispers in the dying breeze. 
Thus two years glided on in silent grief; 
The third her bosom own'd the kind relief: -- 
Absence had cool'd her love, — the impoverished flame 
Was dwindling fast, when, lo ! the tempter came ; 
He offer'd wealth, and all the joys of life, 
And the weak maid became another's wife ! 
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The hour arriTed, and from the wretched wife 

The guiltless baby struggled Into life. — 

As night drew on, around her bed, a band 

Of friends and kindred kindly took their stand; 

In holy prayer they pass'd the creeping time. 

Intent to expiate her awful crime. 

Their prayers were fruitless. — As the midnight eame, 

A heavy sleep oppressed each weary frame. 

In vain they strove against the o'erwhelming load, 

Some power unseen their drowsy lids bestrode. 

They slept, till in the blushing eastern sky 

The blooming Morning oped her dewy eye ; 

Then wakening wide they sought the ravish'd bed, 

But, lo ! the hapless Margaret was fled ; 

And never more the weeping train were doom'd 

To view the false one, in the deeps intomb'd. 

The neighbouring rustics told that in the night 
They heard such screams as froze them with affright ; 
And many an infant, at its mother's breast, 
Started dismayed, from its unthinking rest. 
And even now, upon the heath forlorn. 
They shew the path down which the fair was borne, 
By the fell demons, to the yawning wave, 
Her own, and murder'd lover's, mutual grave. 

Such is the tale, so sad, to memory dear, 
Which ofl in youth has charm'd my listening ear. 
That tale, which bade me find redoubled sweets 
In the drear silence of these dark retreats, 
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And even n6w, witii meUmdiofy pofwtff^ 
Adds a new pleasure to d^ latrely boor. 
'Mid all the charms by magic Nattire gives 
To this wHd spoC, thia suMkUiary heftveb^ 
Wltli double joy entbuskist Fancy leans 
On the attendant legend of the scenes. 
This sheds a faity lastre 6n the floods. 
And breathes a meBower gloom upon the woeds ; 
This, as the distant cataract swells around. 
Gives a romantic cadence to the sound ; 
Thb, and the deepening glen, tile alley green. 
The silver stream, with sedgy tufts between. 
The massy rock, the wood-encompass*d leas, 
The broom-clad islands, and the nodding trees. 
The lengthening vista, and the present gloom. 
The verdant pathway breathing waste perfume; 
These are thy charms, the joys which these impart 
Bind thee, blest Clifton f close around my heart. 

Dear Native Grove ! where'er my devious track. 
To thee will Memory lead the wanderer back. 
Whether in Amo's polish'd vales I stray. 
Or where " Oswego's swamps" obstruct the day ; 
Or wander lone, where, wildering and wide. 
The tumbling torrent laves St Gothard's side ; 
Or by old Tejo's classic margent muse. 
Or stand entranc'd with Pyrenean views ; 
Still, still to thee, where'er my footsteps roam. 
My heart shall point, and lead the wanderer home. 
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When Splendour offers, and when Fame incites, 

I'll pause, and think of all thy dear delights, 

Reject the boon, and, wearied with the change. 

Renounce the wish which first induced to range ; 

Turn to these scenes, these well known scenes once more, 

Trace once again old Trent's romantic shore, 

And, tir'd with worlds, and all their busy ways. 

Here waste the little remnant of my days. 

But, if the Fates should this last wish deny, 

And doom me on some foreign shore to die; 

Oh ! should it please the world's supernal King, 

That weltering waves my funeral dirge shall sing; 

Or that my corse should, on some desert strand. 

Lie stretch'd beneath the Simoom's blasting hand ; 

Still, though unwept I find a stranger tomb. 

My sprite shall wander through this favourite gloom. 

Ride on t(ie wind that sw^ps the leafless grove, 

Sigh on the wood-blast of the dark alcove. 

Sit, a lorn spectre, on yon well-known grave. 

And mix its nioanings with the desert wave. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



GONDOLINE; 



A BALLAD. 



1 HE night it was still, and the moon it shone 
Serenely on the sea, 
And the waves at the foot of the rifted rock 
They murmur'd pleasantly, 

When Gondoline roam'd along the shore, 

A maiden full fair to the sight; 
Though love had made bleak the rose on her chedk, 

And tum'd it to deadly white. 

Her thoughts they were drear, and the silent tear 

It fiird her faint blue eye. 
As oft she heard, in Fancy's ear. 

Her Bertrand's dying sigh. 

Her Bertrand was the bravest youth 

Of all our good Eang^s men, ' 
And he was gone to the Holy Land 

To fight the Saracen. 
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And many a month had pass'd away, 

And many a rolling year, 
But nothing the maid from Palestine 

Could of her lover hear. 

Full oft she vainly tried to pierce 

The Ocean's misty face ; 
Full oft she thought her lover's bark 

She on the wave could trace. 

And every night she placed a light 
In the high rock's lonely tower, 

To guide her lover to the land, 

Should the murky tempest lower. 

But now despair had seiz'd her breast. 

And sunken in her eye : 
" Oh ! tell me but if Bertrand live, 

" And I in peace will die." 

She wander'd o'er the lonely shore, 
The Curlew scream'd above, 

She heard the scream with a sickening heart 
Much boding of her love. 

Yet still she kept her lonely way. 

And this was all her cry, 
** Oh ! tell me but if Bertrand live, 

" And I in peace shall die." 
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And now she came to a horrible rift, 
All in the rock's hard side, 

A bleak and blasted oak o'erspread 
The cavern yawning wide. 

And pendant from its dismal top 
TTie deadly nightshade hung ; 

The hemlock and the aconite 

Across the mouth were flung. 

And all within was dark and drear, 
And all without was calm ; 

Yet Gondoline entered, her soul upheld 
By some deep*working charm. 

And as she enter'd the cavern wide, 
The moonbeam gleamed pale, • . 

And she saw a snake on the craggy rock. 
It clung by its slimy^ tail. 

Her foot it slipped, and she stood aghast. 
She trod on a bloated toad ; 

Yet, still upheld by the secret charm. 
She kept upon her road. 

And now upon her frozen ear 
Mysterious sounds arose ; 
So, on the mountain's piny top, 

The blustering north wind blows. 
vol. IT. B 
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And many a month had pass'd away, 

And many a rolling year, 
But nothing the maid from Palestine 
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Could of her lover hear. 

Full oft she vainly tried to pierce 
The Ocean's misty face ; 

Full oft she thought her lover's bark 
She on the wave could trace. 

And every night she placed a light 
In the high rock's lonely tower, 

To guide her lover to the land, 

Should the murky tempest lower. 

But now despair had seiz'd her breast. 
And sunken in her eye : 

" Oh ! tell me but if Bertrand live, 
" And I in peace will die." 



She wander'd o'er the lonely shore, 
The Curlew scream'd above, 

She heard the scream with a sickening heart 
Much boding of her love. 

Yet still she kept her lonely way. 

And this was all her cry, 
*^ Oh ! tell me but if Bertrand live, 

" And I in peace shall die." 
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And now she came to a horrible rift, 
All in the rock's hard side, 

A bleak and blasted oak o'erspread 
The cavern yawning wide. 

And pendant from its dismal top 
TTie deadly nightshade hung ; 

The hemlock and the aconite 

Across the mouth were flung. 

And all within was dark and drear, 
And all without was calm ; 

Yet Gondoline entered, her soul upheld 
By some deep-working charm. 

And as she enter'd the cavern wide, 
The moonbeam gleamed pale, . . 

And she saw a snake on the craggy rock. 
It clung by its slimy Jail. 

Her foot it slipped, and she stood aghast. 
She trod on a bloated toad ; 

Yet, still upheld by the secret charm. 
She kept upon her road. 

And now upon her frozen ear 
Mysterious sounds arose ; 
So, on the mountain's piny top, 

The blustering north wind blows. 
vol. IT. B 
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Then furious peals of kughter loud 

Were heard with thundering sounds 

Till they died away in soft decay, 
Low whispering o'e» the ground. 

Yet still the maiden onward went, 
The charm yet onward led, 

Though each big glaving baU of SMgbt 
Seem'd bursting from her bead. 

But now a pale bkie light she saw. 

It from a distance came. 
She foUow'dy till upon her sight, 

Burst full a fl€)od of fkme. 

She stood appaH'd ; yet still the charm 

Upheld her sinking soul ; 
Yet each bent knee the other smote, 

And each wild eye did roll* 

And such a sight as she saw there, 

No mortal saw befere. 
And such a si^t as she ssm there. 

No mortal shall see more. 

A burning cauldron stood in the midst. 
The flame was fievee and high, 

And all the cave so wide and k>n^ 
Was plainly seen thereby. 
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And round about the eauidroii slxmt 
Twelve withered witches stood : 

Their waists were bouad with living snakes. 
And their hair was stiff widi Mood. 

Their hands were goiy too ; and red 
And fiercely flamed their eyes ; 

And they were mattering indistinct 
Their hellish mysteries. 

And suddenly they join'd their hands, 

And uttered a joyous cry, 
And round about ^ cauldron stout 

They danced right merrily. 

And now they stopt; and each prefMur'd 
To tell what she bad done, 

Since last the Lady of the night 
Her waning course had run. 

Behind a rock stood GoMdcdine, 
Thick weeds her &ce did veil. 

And she lean'd fearful fcnrwarder, 
To hear the dreadful tal& 



The first arose : She said i^e'd' 

Rare sport since the blind cat mew'd^ 

She'd been to sea in a leaky sievey 
And a jovial storm had brew'd^ 
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She caird around the wmged winds, 

And rais'd a devilish rout; 
And she laugh'd so loud, the peals were heard 

Full fifteen leagues about. 

She said there was a little bark 

Upon the roaring wave, 
And there was a woman there who'd been 

To see her husband's grave. 

And she had got a child in her arms. 

It was her only child, 
And oft its little infant pranks 

Her heavy heart beguil'd. 

And there was too in that same bark^ 

A father and his son ; 
The lad was sickly, and the sire 

Was old and woe-begone. 

And when the tempest waxed strong. 
And the bark could no more it 'bide^ 

She said it was jovial fun to hear 
How the poor devils cried. 

The mother clasp'd her orphan child 

Unto her breast, and wept ; 
And, sweetly folded in her arms. 

The careless baby slept. 
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And she told how, in the shape o' the wind, 

As manfully it roar'd, 
She twisted her hand in the infant's hair 

And threw it overboard. 

And to have seen the mother's pangs, 

'Twas a glorious sight to see ; 
The crew could scarcely hold her down 

From jumping in the sea. 

The hag held a lock of the hair in her hand, 

And it was soft and fair : 
It must have been a lovely child. 

To have had such lovely hair. 

And she said, the father in his arms 

He held his sickly son, 
And his dying throes they fast arose. 

His pains were nearly done. 

And she throttled the youth with her sinewy hondsi 

And his face grew deadly blue ; 
And his father he tore his thin grey hair, 

And kiss'd the livid hue. 

And then she told, how she bored a hole 

In the bark, and it fiU'd away : 
And 'twas rare to hear, how some did swear. 

And some did vow and pray. 
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The matk and woman they soon were deMl, 
The sailors their strength did ui^; 

But the billows that beat were their winding-sheet, 
And the winds sung their iuoeral dirge. 

She threw tfae infant's hair in the fire, 

The red flane Aamed Ugh, 
And round about die cauldron stout 

They danced right merrily. 

The j^seoond begun : l^h« said she had done 
The task that Queen Hecat' had set her, 

And that the devil, the father of evil. 
Had never atcomplish'd a better. 

She said, there was an aged woman, 

And she had a daughter &ir, 
"Whose evil habits fill'd her heart 

With misery and care. 

Xlie daughter had a paramour, 

A wicked man was he. 
And oft the woman him against 

Did murmur grievously. 

And the hag had worked the daughter up 

To murder her old mother. 
That then she mi^t seize on all her goods, 

And wanton with her lover. 
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And one night as the old woman 

Was sick and ill in bed, 
And pondering sordly on the life 

Her wicked dau^ter led, 

She heard her footstep on the floor, 

And she rais'd her pallid head, 
And she saw her daughter, with a knife, 

Approaching to her bed. 

And said, My child, I'm very ill, 

I have not long to live. 
Now kiss my cheek, that ere I die 

Thy sins I may forgive. 

And the murderess bent to kiss her cheeky 
And she lifted the sharp bright knife, 

And the mother saw her fell intent 
And hard she begged for life. 

But prayers would nothing her avail, 
And she scream'd aloud with fear, 

But the house was lone, and the piercing screams 
Could reach no human ear. 

And though that she was sick, and old. 
She struggled hard, and fought ; 

The murderess cut three fingers through 
Ere she could reach her throat. 
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And the hag she held the fingers up. 
The skin was mangled sore, 

And they all agreed a nobler deed 
Was never done before. 

And she threw the fingers in the firey 
The red flame flamed high, 

And round about the cauldron stout 
They danced right merrily. 

The third arose : She said she'd been 

To Holy Palestine; 
And seen more blood in one short day» 

Than they had all seen in nine. 

Now Gondoline, with fearful steps. 
Drew nearer to the flame, 

For much she dreaded now to hear 
Her hapless lover's name. 

The hag related then the sports 

Of that eventful day, 
When on the well-contested field 

Full fifteen thousand lay. 

She said that she in human gore 
Above the knees did wade. 

And that no tongue could truly tell 
The tricks she there had play'd, 
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There was a gallant-featur'd youth, 

Who like a hero fought; 
He kiss'd a bracelet on his wrist, 

And every danger sought. 

And in a vassal's garb disguis'd, 
Unto the knight she sues. 

And tells him she from Britain comes, 
And brings unwelcome news. 

That three days ere she had embark'd, 
His love had given her hand 

Unto a wealthy Thane : — and thought 
Him dead in holy land. 

And to have seen how he did writhe^ 
When this her tale she told. 

It would have made a wizard's blood 
Within his heart run cold. 

Then fierce he spurr'd his warrior steed. 
And sought the battle's bed : 

And soon all mangled o'er with wounds, 
He on the cold turf bled. 

And from his smoking corse she tore 
His head, half clove in two^ 

She ceas'd, and from beneath her garb 
The bloody trophy drew. 
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The eyes were starting from their socks, 

The mouth it gfaasdy grii^n'd, 
And there was a gash across* the brow^ 

The scalp was nearly skbm'd. 

*Twas Bertrand's Head ! ! With a terrible scream, 

The maiden gave a spring, 
And from her fear&l hiding-place 

She fell into the ring. 

The lights they fled — the cauldron sunk, 

Deep thunders shook the dome, 
And hollow peals of laughter came 

Resounding through the gloom. 

Insensible the maiden lay 

Upon the hellish ground, 
And still mysterious sounds were heard 

At intervals around. 

She woke — she half arose, — and wfld. 

She cast a horrid glare, 
The sounds had ceas'd, the lights had fled. 

And all was stiOness there. 

And through an awning in the rock. 

The moon it sweetly shone, 
And show'd a river in the cave 

Which dismally did moan. 
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The stream was black, it sounded deep, 
As it rush'd the rocks between, 

It oflfer'd well, £ar madness fired 
The bi^ast <^ Gondoline. 

She plunged in, the torrent moan'd 
With its accustom'd sound. 

And hollow peals of laughter loud 
Again rebellow'd round. 

The maid was seen no more. — But oft 
Her ghost is known to glide, 

At midnight's silait, solemn hour. 
Along the ocean's side. 



LINES 

WRITTEN ON A SURVEY OF THE HEAVENS, 
In the morniog before Day-break. 

Ye many twinkling stars, who yet do hold 
Your briUiant places in the sable vault 
Of night's dominions ! — Planets, and central orbs 
Of other systems ; — big as the burning sun 
Which lights this nether globe, — yet to our eye 
Small as the glow-worm's lamp ! — To you I raise 
My lowly orisons, while, all bewilder'd. 
My vision strays o'er your ethereal hosts $ 
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Too vast, too boundless for our narrow mind, 

Warp'd with low prejudices, to unfold, 

And sagely comprehend. Thence higher soaring. 

Through ye 1 raise my solemn thoughts to Him, 

The mighty Founder of this wond'rous maze. 

The great Creator ! Him ! who now sublime, 

Wrapt in the solidary amplitude 

Of boundless space, above the rolling spheres 

Sits on his silent throne, and meditates. 

The angelic hosts, in their inferior Heaven, 
Hymn to the golden harps his praise sublime. 
Repeating loud, " The Lord our God is great. 
In varied harmonies. — The glorious sounds 
Roll o'er the air serene — The iEolian spheres. 
Harping along their viewless boundaries. 
Catch the full note, and cry, " The Lord is great. 
Responding to thfe Seraphim. — O'er all. 
From orb to orb, to the remotest verge 
Of the created world, the sound is borne, 
Till the whole universe is full of Him. 

Oh ! 'tis this heavenly harmony which now 
In fancy strikes upon my listening ear. 
And thrills my inmost soul. It bids me smile 
On the vain world, and all its bustling cares. 
And gives a shadowy glimpse of future bliss. 
Oh ! what is man, when at ambition's height. 
What even are kings, when balanced in the scale 
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Of these stupendous worlds ! Almighty God ! 
Thou, the dread Author of these wond'rous works ! 
Say, canst thou cast on me, poor passing worm. 
One look of kind benevolence ? — Thou canst ; 
For Thou art full of universal love. 
And in thy boundless goodness wilt impart 
Thy beams as well to me as to the proud, 
ITie pageant insects of a glittering hour. 

Oh ! when reflecting on these truths sublime, 

How insignificant do all the joys. 

The gaudes, and honours of the world appear ! 

How vain ambition ! — Why has my wakeful lamp 

Outwatch'd the slow-pac'd night ? — Why on the page. 

The schoolman's labour'd page, have I employed 

The hours devoted by the world to rest. 

And needful to recruit exhausted nature ? 

Say, can the voice of narrow Fame repay 

The loss of health ? or can the hope of glory 

Lend a new throb unto my languid heart, 

Cool, even now, my feverish aching brow, 

Relume the fires of this deep-sunken eye, 

Or paint new colours on this pallid cheek ? 

Say, foolish one — can that unbodied fam6, 
For which thou barterest health and happiness. 
Say, can it sooth the slumbers of the grave ? 
Give a new zest to bliss, or chase the pangs 
Of everlasting punishment condign ? 
Alas ! how vain are mortal man's desires I 
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How fruitless his pursuits ( Eternal God I 
Guide Thou my footsteps in the way o( truths 
And^ oh ! assist me so to IWe on earth. 
That I may die in peace, and dwm a place 
In thy high dwelling. — AU but this is foUy, 
The vain iUusicms of deceitful life. 



LINES, 

SUPPOSED TO BE SPOKEN BY A LOVER AT THE ^RAVE OF 

HIS MISTRESS. 

Occasioned by a Situation in a Romance. 

Mary, the moon is sleeping on thy grave. 
And on the turf thy lover sad is kneding, 
The big tear in his eye. — Mary, awake, 
From thy dark house arise, and bless his sight 
On the pale moonbeam gliding. Soft, and low, 

Pour on the silver ear of night thy tate, 

Thy whisper'd tale of comfort and of love, 

To sooth thy Edward's knm, distracted sont^ 

And cheer his breaking heart. — Come, as thou didst. 

When o'er the barren mooi*s the aight-wind howl'd, 

And the deep thunders shook the eboa throne 

Of the starded night. — Oh ! then, as lone reclining, 

I listen'd sadly to the dismal storm. 

Thou on the lambent lightnings wild careering 

Didst strike my moody eye ; — deftd pale thpu w«rl, 
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Yet passing lovely. — Thou didst smile upon me^ 
And, oh ! thy voice it rose so musical, 
Betwixt the hollow pauses of the stoim, 
That at the souBd the winds forgot to rave, 
And the stem demon of the tempest charm'd. 
Sunk on his rocking throne to still repose, 
Lock'd in the arms of silence. 

Spirit of her! 
My only love ! — O ! now again arise. 
And let once more thine aery accents fall 
Soft on my listening ear. The night is calm, 
The gloomy willows wave in sinking cadence 
With the stream that sweeps below. Divinely swelling 
On the still air, the distant waterfall 
Mingles its melody ; — and, high above, 
The pensive empress of the solemn night. 
Fitful, emerging from the rapid clouds, 
Shows her chaste face in the meridian sky. 
No wicked elves upon^ the Warlock-knoll 
Dare now assemble at their mystic revels ; 
It is a night, when from their primrose beds, 
The gentle ghosts of injur'd innocents 
Are known to rise, and wander on the breeze. 
Or take their stand by the oppressor's couch, 
And strike grim terror to his guilty soul. 
The spirit of my love might now awake. 
And hold its custom'd converse. 

Mary, lo ! 
Thy Edward kneels upon thy verdant grave. 
And calls upon thy name. — The breeze that blows 
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On his wan cheek will soon sweep over him 
In solemn music, a funereal dirge, 
Wild and most sorrowful. — His cheek is pale, 
The worm that play'd upon thy youthful bloom, 
It canker'd green on his. — Now lost he stands, 
The ghost of what he was, and the cold dew 
Which bathes his aching temples gives sure omen 

Of speedy dissolution. Mary, soon 

Thy love will lay his pallid cheek to thine. 
And sweetly will he sleep with thee in death. 



MY STUDY, 

A Letter in Hudibrastic Verse. 

You bid me, Ned, describe the place 
Where I, one of the rhyming race, 
Pursue my studies con amore^ 
And wanton with the muse in glory. 

Well, figure to your senses strai^t, 
Upon the house's topmost height, 
A closet, just six feet by four. 
With white-wash'd walls and plaster floor, 
So noble large, 'tis scarcely able 
To admit a single chair and table; 
And (lest the muse should die with cold) 
A smoky grate my firq to hold : 
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So wondrous small, 'twould much it pose. 
To melt the ice-drop on one's nose ; 
And yet so big, it covers o'er 
Full half the spacious room and more. 

A window vainly stufPd about, 
To keep November's breezes out. 
So crazy, that the panes proclaim. 
That soon they mean to leave the frame. 

My furniture I sure may crack — 
A brol^n chair without a back ; 
A table wanting just two legs, 
One end sustain'd by wooden pegs ; 
A desk — of that I am not fervent, 
The work of, Sir, your humble servant ; 
(Who, though I say't, am no such fumbler ;) 
A glass decanter, and a tumbler. 
From which my night-parch'd throat I lave. 
Luxurious with the limpid wave. 
A chest of drawers, in antique sections. 
And saw'd by me in all directions; 
So small, Sir, that whoever views 'em 
Swears nothing but a doll could use 'em. 
To these, if .you will add a store 
Of oddities upon the floor, 
A pair of globes, electric balls, 
Scales, quadrants, prisms, and cobbler's Qwls^ 
, And. crowds of books, on rotten shelves, 
Octavos, folios, ^ quartos, twelves ; 
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I think, dear Ned, you curiou$ dog, 

You'll have my earthly catalogue* 

But stay, — I nearly had left out 

My bellows destitute of anonbl ; 

And on the walls, — Good Heavens ! why there 

I've such a load of precious ware. 

Of heads, and coins, and silver medalsr, 

And organ works, and broken pedals ;| 

(For I w^ once a-buUding music. 

Though soon of that employ I grew sick;) 

And skeletons c^laws which shoot 

All out of one primordial root ; 

That you, at such a sight, would swear 

Confusion's self bad settled there. 

There stands, jusi by a broken sphere, 

A Cicero without an ear, 

A n^ky €m which, by logic good, 

I know for sure a head cnce istood; 

But wbo it WiiS the able mast^ 

Had moulded in the mimic plaster^ 

Whether 'twas Pope, or Coke, or Bdrhy 

I never yet coi^ld. jos% leam : 

But knowing weH^ that amy head 

Is made U> answer for the dead, 

(And sculptors tmt tbeir faces framt;^ 

And after pitch upon a name, 

Nor think it aught of a midnotnec 

To cl^risteli Chaucer's busto Homer». 

Because they both have beardis, wMehf yoa IteMr^ 

Will mark them well fronn Joaa 9fiA JtaoKfi) 
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For some great man, I could not tell 
But Neck might answer just as well, 
So perched it up, all in a row 
With ChatfiaiH and with Cicero. 

Then all around in just degree, 
A range of portraits you may see. 
Of mighty men, and eke of women, 
Who are no whit inferior to men. 

With these fair dames, and heroes ft)und, 

I call my garret classic ground. 

For though confin'd, 'twill well contain 

The ideal flights of Madam Brain. 

No dungeon's walls, no cell confin'd, 

Can cramp the energies of mind ! 

Thus, though my heart may seem so small^ 

I've friends, and 't will contain them all ; 

And should it e'er become so cold 

That diese it will no longer hdki^ 

No more may Heftven het blessings glvei 

I shall not then be fit to live^ 
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TO AN EARLY PRIMROSE- 

Mild ofipring of a dark and sullen sire ! 
Whose modest form, so delicately fine. 

Was nurs'd in whirling storms, 

And cradled in the winds. 

Thee when young Spring first questioned Winter's sway, 
And dar^d the sturdy blusterer to the fight, 

Thee on this bank he threw 

To mark his victory. 

In this low vale the promise of the year. 
Serene thou openest to the nipping gale, 

Unnoticed and alone, 

Thy tender elegance. 

So yirtue blooms, brought forth amid the storms 
Of chill adversity^ in some lone walk 

Of life she rears her head. 

Obscure and unobserv'd ; 

While every bleaching breeze that on her blows. 
Chastens her spotless purity of breast. 

And hardens her to bear 

Serene the ills of life. 
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SONNETS. 



SONNET I. 

To the River Trent. Written on Recovery from SickneM* 

Once more, O Trent ! along thy pebbly marge 

A pensive invalid, reduced and pale, 
From die close sick-room newly let at large. 

Wooes to his wan-worn cheek the pleasant gale. 
O ! to his ear how musical the tale 

Which fills with joy the throstle's little throat I 
And all the sounds which on the fresh breeze sail, 

How wildly novel on his senses float ! 
It was on this that many a sleepless night. 

As, lone, he watch'd the taper's sickly gleam, 
And at his casement heard, with wild afiright, 
The owFs dull wing and melancholy scream, 
On this he thought, this, this, his sole desire^ 
Thus once again to hear the warbling woodland choir. 



SONNET II. 



OivE me a cottage on some Cambrian wild, 
Where, far from cities, I may spend my days. 

And, by. the beauties of the scene beguil'd. 
May pity man's pursuits, and shun his ways* 

E 3 



54 



While on the rock I mark the browsing goat, 

List to the mountain-torrent's distant noise, 
Or the hoarse bittern's solitary note,, 

I shall not want the world's delusive joys ; 
But with my little scrip, my book, my lyre. 

Shall think my lot complete, nor covet more ; 
And when, with time, shall wane the vital fire, 

ril raise my pillow on the desert shore, 
And lay m^ 4^wi\ tp. x^t wjiejre the wil4 wave 
Shall make sweet muj^ip o'er my lonety gr^ve. 



SONNET III.* 

Supposed to have been addressed by a female Lunatic to a Lady. 

Lady, thou weepest for the Maniac's woe, 

And thou art &ir, and thou, like me, art young : 
Oh ! may thy bosom never, never know 

The pangs with which my wretched heart is wrong. 
I had a mo^har once — a brother too — 
(Beneath yon yew my father rests his head :) 
I had a lover once, — and kind, and true, 

But^ mother, brother, lover, all are fled ! 
Yet, whence the tear which dims thy lovely eye ? 

Oh ! gentle lady— not for me thus weep. 



* This Quatorzain had its rise from an elegant Sonnet, '' occasioned 
by seeing a young Female Lunatic," written by Mrs. Loift, and pubUsked 
in the Monthly Mirror. 
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The green sod soon upon my breast will lie, 
And soft and sound will be my peaceful sleep. 

Go thou and pluck the roses while they bloom -— 
My hopes lie buried in the silent tomb. 
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SONNET IV. 

Supposed to be written by the unhappy Poet, Dennody, in aStbrtn, 
while on board a Ship in His Majesty's Service. 

Lo ! o'er the welkin the tempestuous clouds 

Successive fly, and the loud-piping wind 
Rocks the poor sea-boy on the dripping shrouds, 

While the pale pilot, o'er the helm reclin'd. 
Lists to the changeful storm : and as he plies 

His wakefiil task, he oft bethinks him sad, 

Of wife, and little home, and chubby lad. 
And the half-strangled tear bedews his eyes ; 
I, on the deck, musing on themes forlorn. 

View the drear tempest, and the yawning deep. 
Nought dreading in the green sea's caves to sleep; 
For not for me shall wife or children mourn. 
And the wild winds will ring my funeral knell, 
Sweetly, as solemn peal of pious passing-bell. 
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SONNET V. 



THE WINTER TRAVELLER. 



God help thee, Traveller, on thy journey &r ; 

The wind is bitter keen, — the snow o'erlays 

The hidden pits, and dangerous hollow ways. 
And darkness will involve thee. — No kind star 
To-night will guide thee. Traveller, — and the war 

Of winds and elements on thy head will break. 

And in thy agonizing ear the shriek 
Of spirits howling on their stormy car, 
Will often ring appalling — I portend 

A dismal night — and on my wakeful bed 
* Thoughts, Traveller, of thee will fill my head. 
And him who rides where winds and waves contend, 
And strives, iiide cradled on the seas, to guide 
His lonely bark through the tempestuous tide. 



SJ 



SONNET VI. 



BY CAPEL LOFFT, ESg. 



This Sonnet was addressed to the Author of this Volume, and was oc« 
caaoned by several little Quatorzains, misnomered Sonnets, which he 
published in the Monthly Bifirror. He b^ leave to return his diankt 
to the much-respected writer, for the permission so politely granted 
to insert it here, and for the good opinion he has been pleased to 
tsxprew of his productions. 



Te, whose aspirings court the muse of lays, 
** Severest of those orders which belong, 
'^ Distinct and separate, to Delphic song,'^ 
Why shun the Sonnet's undulating maze? 
And why its name, boast of Petrarchian days, 

Assume, its rules disown'd ? whom from the throng 
The muse selects, their ear the charm obeys 
Of its full harmony : — they fear to wrong 
The Sonnet, by adorning with a name 

Of that distinguish'd import, lays, though sweet, 
Yet not in magic texture taught to meet 
Of that so varied and peculiar frame. 
O think ! to vindicate its genuine praise 
Those it beseems, whose Lyre a favouring impulse sways* 
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SONNET VII. 

Recantatory, in reply to theforegomg degflDt Admomdon. 

Let the sublimer muse, who, wrapt in night, 
Rides on the raven pennons of the storm, 
Or o'er the fields with purple havoc warm, 
Lafihes her steeds, and sings along the %ht, 
Let her, whom more ferocious strains delight. 
Disdain the plaintive Sonnet's little form^ 
And scorn to its wild cadence to conform 

The impetuous tenor of her hardy flight. 
But me, far lowest of the sylvan train. 

Who wake the wood-nymphs from the forest shade 
With wildest Song ; — Me, much behoves thy aid 
Of mingled melody, to grace my strain. 
And give it power to please, as soft it flows 
Through the smooth murmurs of thy frequent close. 



SONNET Vm. 

On hearitig the Sounds of an .£olian Harp. 

So raevish^ngly sofl upon the tide 
Of the infuriate gust it did career, 
It might have sooth'd its rugged charioteer. 

And sunk him to a zephyr ; — then it died, 
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Melting in melody : — and I descried, 

Borne to some wizard stream, the form appear 
Of druid sage, who on the far-off ear 
Pomr*d his lone song, to which the surge replied : 
Or thought I heard the haplesn pilgrim's knell, 
Lost in some wild enchanted forest's bounds, 
By unseen bei^^ $ung ; or are th^iie sounds 
Such, as 'tis said, at night ^e known to swell 
By startled shepherd W. the lonely heath. 
Keeping his xxight-*watdbi sad, portending death ? 
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SONNET IX. 



What art thou. Mighty One ! and where thy seat ? 
Thou broodest on the calm that cheers the lands, 
And thou dost bear within thine awful hands 

The rolling thunders, and the lightnings fleet, 

Stern on thy dark-wrought car of cloud, and wind. 
Thou guid'st the northern storm at night's dead noon. 
Or on the red wing of the fierce Monsoon, 

Disturb'st the sleeping giant of the Ind. * 

In the drear silence of the polar span 
Dost thou repose ? or in the solitude 

Of sultry tracts, where the lone caravan 

Hears nightly howl the tiger's hungry brood ? 

Vain thought ! the confines of his throne to trace, 

Who glows through all the fields of boundless space. 
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A BALLAD. 

Be hush*d, be hush'd, ye bitter winds, 

Ye pelting rains a little rest ; 
Lie still, lie still, ye busy thoughts, 

That wring with grief my aching breast. 

Oh ! cruel was my faithless love. 
To triumph o'er an artless maid; 

Oh ! cruel was my faithless love, 
To leave the breast by him betray'd. 

When exird from my native home, 
He should have wip'd the bitter tear ; 

Nor left me faint and lone to roam, 
A heart-sick weary wand'rer here. 

My child moans sadly in my arms. 
The winds they will not let it sleep : 

Ah, little knows the hapless babe 

What makes its wretched mother weep ! 

Now lie thee still, my infant dear, 

I cannot bear thy sobs to see. 

Harsh is thy father, little one, 
And never will he shelter thee. 
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Oh, that I were but in my grave, 
And winds were piping o'er me loud, 

And thou, my poor, my. orphan babe, 
\V^ere nestling in thy mother's shroud ! 



THE LULLABY 

OP A FEMALE CONVICT TO HER CHILD, THE NIGHT PRSYIOUt 

TO EXECUTION. 

Sleep, Baby mine *, enkerchieft on my bosom. 
Thy cries they pierce again my bleeding breast ; 

Sleep, baby mine, not long thou'lt have a mother 
To lull thee fondly in her arms to rest. 

Baby, why dost thou keep this sad complaining. 
Long from mine eyes have kindly slumbers fled; 

Hush, hush, my babe, the night is quickly waning, 
And I would fain compose my aching head. 

Poor wajnvard wretch ! and who will heed thy weeping 
When soon an outcast on the world thou'lt be : 

Who then will sooth thee, when thy mother's sleeping 
I her low grave of shame and infamy ! 



* Sir Philip Sidney has a poem beginning, ''Sleep, Baby mineJ 
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Sleep, baby mine — To-morrow I must l«ate thee. 
And I would snatch an interval of rest : 

Sleep these last momentis ere the laws bendave tbeef^ 
For never more thou'lt press a moth^i^s brenst. 



i. * 



«■■■ 



POEMS, 



WBITTXy DURIKG, OR SHORTLY AFTER THE PUBLICATION OF 



CLIFTON GROVE. 
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ODE 

ADDRESSED TO H.FUSEU, ESQ. R.A. 
On seeing Engravings from his Designs. 

Mighty ma^cian ! who on Tomeo's brow, 
When sullen tempests wrap the throne of night. 
Art wont to sit and catch the gleam of lights 

That shoots athwart the gloom opaque below ; 

And listen to the distant death-shriek long 

From lonely mariner foundering in the deep. 
Which rises slowly up the rocky steep. 

While the weird sisters weave the horrid song : 
Or when along the liquid sky 
Serendy chaunt the orbs on high, 
Dost love to sit in musing trance, ! 
And niark the northern meteor's dance, 
(While far below the fitful oar 
Flings its feint pauses on the steepy shore,) 
And list the music of the breeze, 
That sweeps by fits the bending seas; 
And often bears with sudden swell 
The shipwreck'd sailor's funeral knell. 
By the spirits sung, who keep 
Their night-watdi on the treacherous deep, 
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And guide the wakeful helms-man*s eye 
To Helic6 in northern sky : 
And there upon the rock inclin'd 
With mighty visions fill'st the mind, 
Such as bound in magic spell 
Him * who grasp'd the gates of Hell, 
And bursting Pluto's dark domain, 
Held to the day the terrors of his reign. 

Genius of Horror and romantic awe, 

Whose eye explores the secrets of the deep, 
Whose power can bid the rebel fluids creep. 

Can force the inmost soul to own its law ; 
Who shall now, sublimest spirit. 
Who shall now thy wand inherit, 
From him f thy darling child who best 
Thy shuddering images exprest ? 
Sullen of soul, and stem and proud. 
His gloomy spirit spurn'd the crowd, 
And now he lays his aching head 

In the dark mansion of the silent dead. 

Mighty magician ! long thy wand has lain 

Buried beneath the unfathomable deep ; 

And, oh ! for ever must its efforts sleep ? 
May none the mystic sceptre e'er regain ? 

Oh yes, 'tis his ! — Thy other son ; 

He throws thy dark-wrought tunic on, 

* 0ante. t IW^^ 
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Fuesslin waves thy wand, — again they rise, 
Again thy wiidering forms salute our ravish'd eyes, 
Him didst thou cradle on the dizzy steep 

Where round his head the volley'd lightnings flung. 
And the loud wmds that round his pillow rung, 
Wooed the stem in&nt to the arms of sleep. 

Or on the highest top of Teneriffe 
Seated the fearless boy, and bade him look 

Where far below the weather-beaten skiff 
On the gulf bottom of the ocean strook. 
Thou mark'dst him drink with ruthless ear 

The death-sob, and disdaining rest. 
Thou saw'st how danger fir'd his breast. 
And in his young hand couch'd the visionary spear. 
Then, Superstition, at thy call. 
She bore the boy to Odin's Hall, 
And set before his awe-struck sight 
The savage feast and spectred fight ; 
And summon'd from his mountain tomb 
The ghastly warrior son of gloom. 
His fabled Runic rhymes to sing. 
While fierce Hresvelger flapp'd his wing ; 
Thou show'dst the trains the shepherd sees, 
Laid on the stormy Hebrides, 
Which on the mists of evening gleam, 
Or crowd the foaming desert stream ; 
Lastly her storied hand she waves. 
And lays him in Florentian caves ; 
There milder fables, lovelier themes, 
Enwrap his soul in heavenly dreams, 
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There Pitjr^s lute arrests his ear, 
And draws the half-reluctant tear ; 
And now at noon of night he roves 
Along the embowering moonlight groves, 
And as from many a cavern'd dell 
The hollow wind is heard to swell, 
He thinks some troubled spirit sighs ; 
And as upon the turf he lies, 
Where sleeps the silent beam of night. 
He sees below the gliding sprite, 
And hears in Fancy's organs sound 
Aerial music warbling round 

Taste lasdy comes and smoothes the whole. 
And breathes her polish o'er his soul ; 
Glowing with wild, yet chasten'd heat. 
The wonderous work is now complete. 

The Poet dreams : — The shadow flies. 
And fainting &st its image dies. 
But, lo ! the Painter's magic force 
Arrests the phantom's fleeting course ; 
It lives — it lives — the canvass glows. 
And tenfold vigour o'er it flows. 

The Bard beholds the work achiev'd. 
And as he sees the shadow rise, 
Sublime before his wondering eyes. 

Starts at the image hi s own mind conceiv'd. 
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ODE, 

ADDRESSED tO THE EARL OF CARLISLE, fcG. 

Retired, remote from human noise, 

A hmnble Poet dwelt serene ; 
His lot was lowly, yet his joys 

Were manifold, I ween. 
He laid him by the brawling brook 

At eventide to ruminate. 

He watch'd the swallow skimming round. 
And mused, in reverie profound. 
On wayward man's unhappy state. 
And ponder'd much, and paused on deeds of ancient date. 

11. 1. 
" Oh, 'twas not always thus," he cried ; 
^ ** There was a time, when Genius claimed 
Respect from even towering Pride, 

Nor hung her head ashamed : 
But now to Wealth alone we bow ; 

The titled and the rich alone 
Are honoured, while meek Merit pines. 
On Penury's wretched couch reclines. 
Unheeded in his dying moan. 
As overwhelmed with want and woe, he sinks unknown* 

HI. 1. 
~ ** Yet was the muse not always seen 
In Poverty's dejected mien, 
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Not alwa^fs did repining rue, 
And misery her steps pursue. 
Time was, when nobles thought their titles graced, 
By the sweet honours of poetic bays. 
When Sidney sung his melting song. 
When Sheffield joined the harmonious throng. 
And Lyttleton attuned to love his lays. 

Those days are gone -^— alas, for ever gone I 

No more our nobles love to grace 
Their brows with anadems, by genius won, 
But arrogantly deem the muse as base ; 
How different thought the sires of this degenerate race ! 

I. 2. 
Thus sang the minstrel : — still at eve 

The upland's woody shades among 
In broken measures did he grieve. 

With solitary song. 
And still his theme was aye the same. 

Neglect had stung him to the core ; 
And he with pensive joy did love 
To seek the still congenial grove, 

And muse on all his sorrows o'er, 
And vow that he would join the iabjured world no more. 

11. 2. 
But human vows, how frail they be ! 

Fame brought Carlisle into his view. 
And all amaz'd, he thought to see 

The Augustan age anew. 
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Filled with wild rapture, up he rose. 
No more he ponders on the woes. 
Which erst he felt that forward goes, 
Regrets he'd sunk in impotence, 
And hails the ideal day of virtuous eminence. 

III. 2. 

Ah ! silly man, yet smarting sore, . 
With ills which in the world he bore, 
Again on futile hope to rest, 
An unsubstantial prop at best. 
And not to know one swallow makes no summer ! 
Ah ! soon he'll find the brilliant gleam. 
Which flashed across the hemisphere, 
' Illumining the darkness there. 
Was but a single solitary beam, 
While all around remained in customed night* * 

Still leaden Ignorance reigns serene. 
In the filse court's delusive height. 
And only one Carlisle is seen. 
To illume the heavy gloom with pure and steady light. 



DESCRIPTION OF A SUMMER'S EVE. 

Down the sultry arc of day 
The burning wheels have urged their way. 
And eve along the western skies 
Spreads her intermingling dyes. 
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Down the deep, the miry lane, 
Creeking conies the empty wain, 
And driver on the shaft-horse sits. 
Whistling now and then by fits ; 
And oft, with his accustom'd call. 
Urging on the sluggish Ball. 
The barn is still, the master's gone^ 
And thresher puts his jacket on. 
While Dick, upon the ladder tall. 
Nails the dead kite to the wall. 
Here comes shepherd Jack at last. 
He has penn'd the sheep-cote fast. 
For 'twas but two nights before, 
A lamb was eaten on the moor : 
His empty wallet Bmer carries. 
Now for Jack, when near home, tarries. 
With lolling tongue he runs to try. 
If the horse-trough be not dry. 
The milk is settled in the pans. 
And supper messes in the cans ; 
In the hovel carts are wheeled, 
And both the colts are drove a-field ; 
The horses are all bedded up. 
And the ewe is with the tup, 
The snare for Mister Fox is set, 
The leaven laid, the thatching wet. 
And Bess has slink'd away to talk 
With Roger in the holly- walk. 

Now, on the settle all, but Bess, 
Are set to eat their supper mess ; 
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And little Tom, and roguish Kate^ 
Are swinging on the meadow gate^ 
Now they chat of various dungs, 
Of taxes, ministers, and kings. 
Or else tell all the village news. 
How madam did the squire refuse ; 
How parson on bis tithes was bent. 
And landlord oft distrailned for rent. 
Thus do they talk, till in the sky 
The pale-eyed moon is mounted high, 
And from the alehouse drunken Ked 
Had reel'd «— then hasten all to bed* 
The mistress seei that lazy Kate 
The happing coal on kitchen grate 
Has laid — • while master goes thi^oughout,^ 
Sees shutters fast, the mastiff out. 
The candles safe^ the hearths all dear. 
And nought fSrom thieves or fire to fear : 
Then both ta bed together creeps 
And join the general troop of sleep. 



TO CONTEMPLATION. 

Come, pensive sage, who lov'st to dwell 
In some reti^'d Lapponian cell, 
Where, far from npi^ and riot rude, 
Kesides sequestered Solitude, 
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Cbme, and o'er my longing soul 
Throw thy dark and russet stole. 
And open to my duteous eyes, 
The volume of thy mysteries. 

I will meet thee on the hill, 
Where, with printless footsteps still 
The morning in her buskin grey, 
Springs upon her eastern way; 
While the frolic zephyrs stir. 
Playing with the gossamer. 
And, on ruder pinions borne, 
Shake the dew-drops from the thorn. 
There, as o'er the fields we pass. 
Brushing with hasty feet the grass. 
We will startle from her nest 
The lively lark with speckled breast. 
And hear the floating clouds among 
Her gale-trani^rted matin song. 
Or on the upland stile embower'd. 
With fitigrant hawthorn snowy flower'd. 
Will sauntering sit, and listen still 
To the herdsman's oaten quill. 
Wafted from the plain below ; 
Or the heifer's frequent low ; 
Or the milkmaid in the grove. 
Singing of one that died for love : 
Or when the noontide heats oppress. 
We will seek the dark recess, 
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Where, in the embower'd translucent sdneain^ 

The cattle shun the sultry beam, 

And o'er us on the marge reclm'd, 

The drowsy fly her horn shall wind. 

While Echo, from her ancient oak. 

Shall answer to the woodman's stroke ; 

Or the little peasant's song, 

Wandering lone the glens among. 

His artless lip with berries dyed. 

And feet through ragged shoes descried. 

But, oh ! when evening's virgin queen 
Sits on her fringed throne serene. 
And mingling whispers rising near. 
Still on the still reposing ear : 
While distant brooks decaying round. 
Augment the mixed dissolving sound, 
And the zephyr flitting by. 
Whispers mystic harmony. 
We will seek the woody lane. 
By the hamlet, on the plain. 
Where the weary rustic nigh. 
Shall whistle his wild melody. 
And the croaking wicket oft 
Shall echo from the neighbouring croft ; 
And as we trace the green path lone. 
With xnoss and rank weeds overgrown. 
We will muse on pensive lore 
Till the full soul brimming o'er. 
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Shall in our upturn'd eyes appear. 
Embodied in a quivering tear : 
Or else, serenely silent, set 
By the brawling rivulet, 
Which on its calm unruffled breast. 
Bears the old mossy arch impress'd, 
That clasps its secret stream of glass 
Half hid in shrubs and waving grass. 
The wood-nymph's lone secure retreat, 
Unpressed by fawn or sylvan's feet. 
We'll watch in eve's ethereal braid. 
The rich vermilion slowly fade ; 
Or catch, faint twinkling from afar. 
The first glimpse of the eastern star. 
Fair Vesper, mildest lamp of light. 
That heralds in imperial tiight ; 
Meanwhile, upon our wandeiriiig ear. 
Shall rise, though low, yet i^weedy clear. 
The distant sounds of pastoral lute. 
Invoking soft the sober suit 
Of dimmest darkness — fitting ^^ell 
With love, or sorrow's pensive spell, 
(So erst did music's silver tone 
Wake slumbering Chaos on his throne.) 
And haply then, with sudden swell, 
Shall roar the distant curfew bdl. 
While in the castle's mouldering tower. 
The hooting owl is heard to pour 
Her melancholy song, and s care 
Dull Silence brooding in tHe air. 
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Meanwhile her dusk and slumbering car, 
Black-suited Night drives on firom far, 
And Cynthia, 'mer^ng from her rear, 
Arrests the waxing darkness drear, . 
And summons to her silent call. 
Sweeping m their airy pall, 
The unshrived ghosts, in &iry trance, 
To join her moonshine morriqe-dance; 
While around the mystic ring 
The shadowy shapes elastic spring. 
Then with a passing shriek they fly. 
Wrapt in mists, along the sky. 
And oft are by the shepherd seen. 
In his lone night-watch on the green. 

Then, hermit, let us turn our feet 

To the low abbey's still retreat. 

Embowered in the distant glen. 

Far from the haunts of busy men, 

Where, as we sit upon the tomb. 

The glowworm's light may gild the gloom. 

And show to Fancy's saddest eye, 

Where some lost hero's ashes lie. 

And oh, as through the mouldering arch. 

With ivy fill'd and weeping larch. 

The night-gale whispers sadly clear. 

Speaking drear things to Fancy's ear, 

We'll hold communion with the shade 

Of some deep-wailing ruitf d maid — 
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Or call the ghost of Spenser down, 

To tell of woe and Fortune's frown; 

And bid us cast the eye of hope 

Beyond this bad worid's narrow scope; 

Or if these joys, to us denied. 

To linger by the forest's side ; 

Or in the meadow, or the wood. 

Or by the lone romantic flood ; 

Let us in the busy town, 

When sleep's dull streams the people drown. 

Far from drowsy pillows flee. 

And turn the church's massy key ; 

Then, as through the painted glass 

The moon's faint beams obscurely pass; 

And darkly on the trophied wall. 

Her faint ambiguous shadows fall ; 

Let us, while the faint winds wail, 

Through the long reluctant aisle, 

As we pace with reverence meet. 

Count the echoings of our feet : 

While from the tombs, with confess'd breath. 

Distinct responds the voice of death. 

If thou, mild sage, wilt condescend, 

Thos on my footsteps to attend. 

To thee my lonely lamp shall bam. 

By fallen Genius' sainted urn. 

As o'er the scroll of Time I pore. 

And sagdy spell of ancient lore. 

Till I can rightly guess of all 

That Plato could to memory call. 
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And scan the formless views of things, 
Or with old Egypt^ fetter'd kings. 
Arrange the mystic trains that shine 
In night's high philosophic mine ; 
And to thy name shall e'er belong 
The honours of undying song. 



ODE 

TO THE GENIUS OF ROMANCE. 

Oh ! thou who, in my early youth, 
When fancy wore the garb of truth. 
Were wont to win my infant feet. 
To some retir'd, deep-fabled seat, 
Where by the brooklet's secret tide. 
The midnight ghost was knowu to glide ; 
Or lay me in some lonely glade. 
In native Sherwood's forest shade, 
Where Robin Hood, the outlaw bold, 
Was wont his sylvan courts to hold ; 
And there, as musing deep I lay, 
Wqijild steal my little soul away. 
And all thy pictures represent. 
Of siege and solemn tournament ; 
Or bear me to the magic scene. 
Where clad in greaves and gaberdine. 
The warrior knight of chivalry 
Made many a fierce enchanter flee ; 
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LINES 

Written impromptu, on reading the following passage in Mr. Capel 
LofU's beautiful and interesting Preface to Nathaniel Bloomfield's 
Poems, just published. — ** It has a mixture of the sportive, which 
deepens the impression of its melancholy close. 1 could have wished, 
as I have said in a short note, the conclusion had been otherwise. 
The sours of life less offend my taste than its sweets delight it." 



Go to the raging sea, and say, ^^ Be still !" 
Bid the wild lawless winds obey thy will ; 
Preach to the storm, and reason with Despair, 
But tell not Misery's son that life is fair. 

Thou, who in Plenty's lavish lap hast roU'd, 
And every year with new delight hast told, 
Thou, who recumbent on the lacquer'd barge, 
Hast dropt down joy's gay stream of pleasant marge. 
Thou may'st extol life's calm, untroubled sea, 
The storms of misery never burst on thee. 

Go to the mat, where squalid Want reclines. 
Go to the shade obscure, where Merit pines ; 
Abide with him whom Penury's charms controul. 
And bind the rising yearnings of his soul, 
Survey his sleepless couch, and, standing there. 
Tell the poor pallid wretch that life is fair I 

Press thou the lonely pillow of his head. 
And ask why sleep his languid eyes has fled : 

11 
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Mark his dew'd temples, and his half-shut eye^ 
His trembling nostrils, and his deep-drawn sigh. 
His muttering mouth contorted with despair, 
And ask if Genius could inhabit there. 

Oh, yes ! that sunken eye with fire once gleam'd, 
And rays of light from its, full circlet stream'd ; 
But now Neglect has stung him to the core. 
And Hope's wild raptures thrill his breast no more ; 
Domestic anguish winds his vitals round, 
And added Grief compels him to the ground. 
Lo ! o'er his manly form, decay'd and wan. 
The shades of death with gradual steps steal on ; 
And the pale mother, pining to decay. 
Weeps for her boy her wretched life away* 

Go, diild of Fortune I to his early graven 
Where o'er his head obscure the rank weeds wave ; 
Behold the heart-wrung parent lay her head 
On the cold turf, and ask to share his bed. 
Go, child of Fortune, take thy lesson there. 
And tell us then that life is wond^rousfair / 

Yet, Lofil, in thee, whose hand is still stretch'd forth^ 
T* encourage genius, and to foster worth ; 
On thee, the unhappy's firm, unfailing friend, 
'Tb just that every blessing should descend ; 
'Tis just that life to thee should only show 
Her feirer side but little mix'd with woe. 

G 2 
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WRITTEN IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

Sad solitary Tkougkiy who keep'st thy vigils, 

Thy solemn vigils, in the sick man^s mind ; 

Commmiing lonely with his sinking soul, 

And musing on the dubious glooms that lie 

In dim obscurily before him, — ^thee. 

Wrapt in thy dark magnificence, I call 

At this still midnight hour, this awful season. 

When on my bed^ in wakeful restlessness, 

I turn me wearisome; while all around. 

All, all, save me, sink in forgetfulness ; 

I only wake to watch the sickly taper 

Which lights me to my tomb« — Yes, 'tis the hand 

Of Death I feel press heavy on my vitals. 

Slow sapping the warm current of existence. 

My moments now are few— the sand of life 

Ebbs fastly to its finish. — Yet a little. 

And the last fleeting particle will &U, 

Silent, unseen, unnoticed, unlamented. 

Come then, sad Thought, and let us meditate 

While meditate we may, — We have now 

But a small portion of what men call time 

To hold communion ; for even now the knife. 

The sepai*ating knife, I feel divide 

The tender bond that binds my soul to earth. 

Yes, I must die ~^ I feel that I must die ; 

And though to me has life been dark and dreary, 

Though Hope for me has smird but to deceive, 

And Disappointment still pursued her blandishments, 

20 



85 



Yet do I feel my soul recoil within me 
As I contemplate the dim gulf of death, 
The shuddering void, the awful blank — futurity. 
Aye, I had plann'd full many a sanguine scheme 
Of earthly happiness — romantic schemes. 
And fraught with loveliness ; and it is hard 
To feel the hand of Death arrest one's steps, 
Throw a chill blight o'er all one's budding hopes. 
And hurl one's soul untimely to the shades, 
Lost in the gaping gulf of blank oblivion. 
Fifty years hence, and who will hear of Henry ? 
Oh ! none ; — another busy brood of beings 
Will shoot up in the interim, and none 
Will bold him in remembrance. I shall sink. 
As sinks a stranger in the crowded streets 
Of busy London : — Some short bustle's caused, 
A few enquiries, and the crowds close in. 
And all's forgotten. — On my grassy grave 
The men of future times will careless tread. 
And read my name upon the sculptured stone ; 
Nor will the sound, familiar to their ears. 
Recall my vanish'd memory. — I did hope 
For better things ! — I hop'd I should not leave 
The earth without a vestige ; — Fate decrees 
It shall be otherwise, and I submit. 
Henceforth, oh, world, no more of thy desires 1 
No more of Hope ! the wanton vagrant Hope ! 
I abjure all. — Now other cares engross me. 
And my tir'd soul, with emulative haste, 
Looks to its God, and prupes its wings for Heaven» 

Q S 
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PASTORAL SONG. 

Come, Anna ! come, the morning dawns, 

Faint streaks of radiance tinge the skies : 
Come, let us seek the dewy lawns. 
And watch the early lark arise ; 
While Nature, clad in vesture gay. 
Hails the lov*d return of day. 

Our flocks, that nip the scanty blade 

Upon the moor, shall seek the vale ; 
And then, secure beneath the shade. 
We'll listen to the throstle's tale ; 
And watch the silver clouds above, 
As o'er the azure vault they rove. 

Come, Anna 1 come, and bring thy lute, 

That with its tones, so softly sweet, 
In cadence with my mellow flute. 
We may b^uile the noontide heat ; 
While n/ear the mellow bee shall join, 
To raise a harmony divine. 

And then at eve, when silence reigns. 

Except when heard the beetle's hum. 
We'll leave the sober-unted plains. 

To these sweet heights agam we'll come ; 
And thou to thy soft lute shall play 
A solemn vesper to departing day. 
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VERSES. 

When pride and envy, and the scorn 

Of wealth, my heart with gall embuedj 
I thought how pleasant were the mom 

Of silence, in the solitude ; 
To hear the forest bee on wing, 
Or by the stream, or woodland spring. 
To lie and muse alone — alone, 
While the tinkling waters moan, 
Or such wild sounds arise, as say, 
Man and noise are far away* 

Now, surely, thought I, there's enow 

To fill life's dusty way ; 
And who will miss a poet's feet, 

Or wonder where he stray : 
So to the woods and waste I'll go. 

And I will build an osier bower : 
And sweetly there to me shall flow 

The meditative hour. 

And when the Autumn's withering hand 
Shall strew with leaves the sylvan land, 
I'll to the forest caverns hie : 

G 4 
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And in the dark and stormy nights 
I'll listen to the shrieking sprites, 
Who, in the wintry wolds and floods. 
Keep jubilee, and shred the woods ; 
Or, as it drifted soft and slow. 
Hurl in ten thousand shapes the snow* 



EPIGRAM 

ON 

ROBERT BLOOMFIELD. 

Bloomfield, thy happy-omen'd name 
Ensures continuance to thy fame ; 
Both sense and truth this yerdict give^ 
While j£?&b shall bloom^ thy name i^all live I 
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ODE TO MIDNIGHT. 

Season of general rest, whose solemn still 
Strikes to the trembling heart a fearful chill, 

But speaks to philosc^hic souls delight, 
Thee do I hail, as at my casement high. 
My candle waning melancholy by, 

I sit and taste the holy calm of night. 

Yon pensive orb, that through the ether sails. 
And gilds the misty shadows of the vales. 

Hanging in thy dull rear her vestal flame. 
To her, while all around in sleep recline^ 
Wakeful I raise my orisons divine. 

And sing the gentle honours of her name : 

While Fancy lone o'er me her votary bends 
To lift my soul her fairy visions sends. 

And pours upon my ear her thrilling song. 
And Superstition's gentle terrors come. 
See, see yon dim ghost gliding through the gloom i 

See round yon church-yard elm what spectres throng I 

Meanwhile I tune, to some romantic lay. 
My flageolet — and, as I pensive play. 

The sweet notes echo o'er the mountain scene : 
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The traveller late journeying o'er the moors, 
Hears them aghast, — (while still the dull owl pours 
Her hollow screams each dreary pause between,) 

nil in the lonely tower he spies the light 
Now &intly flashing on the glooms of night, 

Where I, poor rauser, my lone vigils keep. 
And, 'mid the dreary solitude serene. 
Cast a much-meaning glance upon the scene. 

And raise my mournful eye to Heaven, and weep. 



ODE TO THOUGHT. 



WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 



I. 

Hence away, vindictive Thought ! 

Thy pictures are of pain; 
The visions through thy dark eye caught. 
They with no gentle charms are fraught^ 
So pr'ythee back again. 
I would not weep, 
I wish to sleep. 
Then why, thou busy foe, with me thy vigils keep ? 



r- 
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11. 

Why dost o'er bed and couch recline ? 

Is this thy new delight ? 
Pale visitant, it is not thine 
To keep thy sentry through the mine, 
The dark vault of the night : 
'Tis thine to die, 
While o'er the eye 
The dews of slumber press, and waking sorrows fly. 

III. 
Go thou, and bide with him who guides 

His bark through lonely seas ; 
And as reclining on his helm. 
Sadly he marks the starry realm. 
To him thou ma/st bring ease ; 
But thou to me 
Art misery, 
Sopr'ythee,pr'ythee, plume thywings,andfrommypillowflee. 

IV. 
Aiid, Memory, pray what art thou ? 

Art thou of pleasure bom ? 
Does bliss untainted from thee flow ? 
The rose that gems thy pensive brow 
Is it without a thorn ? 
Witli all thy smiles. 
And witching wiles. 
Yet not unfrequent bitterness thy mournful sway defiles. 



92 



V. 

The drowsy night-watch has forgot 

To caU the solemn hour ; 
Lull'd by the winds he slumbers deep. 
While I in vun, capricious Sleep, 
Invoke thy tardy power ; 
And restless lie, 
With unclos'd eye, 
And count the tedious hours as slow they minute byi 



GENIUS. 



AN ODE. 



1.1. 

Many there be, who, through the vale of life, 

With velvet pace, unnoticed, softly go. 
While jarring Discord's inharmonious strife 

.Awakes them not to woe. 
By them unheeded, carking Care, 
Green-ey'd Grief, and dull Despair; 
Smoothly they pursue their way. 

With even tenor and with equal breath. 
Alike through cloudy and through sunny day. 

Then sink in peace to death. 
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IL 1. 

But, ah 1 a few there be whom griefs devoiir. 

And weeping Woe, and Disappointment keen. 
Repining Penury, and Sorrow sour. 
And self-consuming Spleen. 
And these are Genius' favourites : these 
Know the thought-thron'd mind to please. 
And from her fleshy seat to draw 

To realms where Fancy's golden orbits roll. 
Disdaining all but 'wildering Rapture's law. 
The captivated soul. 

III. 1. 

Genius, from thy starry throne, 
- High above the burning zone. 
In radiant robe of light array'd, 
Oh ! hear the plaint by thy sad favourite made. 

His melancholy moan. 
He tells of scorn, he tells of broken vows, 

Of sleepless nights, of anguish-ridden days, 
Pangs that his sensibility uprouse 

. To curse his being and his thirst for praise.' 
Thou gav'st to him with treble force to feel 

The sting of keen neglect, the rich man's scorn ; 
And what o'er all does in his soul preside 

Predominant, and tempers him to steel, 
His high indignant pride. 
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1.2. 

Lament not ye, whohumbly steal through life, 
That Genius visits not your lowly shed ; 
For ah, what woes and sorrows ever rife 
Distract his hapless head ! 
For him awaits no bahny sleep. 
He wakes all night, and wakes to weep ; 
Or by his lonely lamp he sits 

At solemn midnight when the peasant sleeps. 
In feverish study, and in moody fits 
His mournful vigils keeps. 

II. 2. 
And, oh ! for what consumes his watchful oil? 

For what does thus he waste life's fleeting breath ? 
'Tis for neglect and penury he doth toil, 
'Tis for untimely death. 
Lo ! where dejected pale he lies. 
Despair depicted in his eyes. 
He feels the vital flame decrease. 

He sees the grave wide-yawning for its prey. 
Without a friend to soothe his soul to peace. 
And cheer the expiring ray. 

III. 2. 
By Sulmo's bard of mournful fame^ 
By gentle Otway's magic name. 
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By him, the youth, who smil'd at death, 
And rashly dar'd to stop his vital breath, 

Will* I thy pangs proclaim ; 
For still to misery closely thouVt allied. 
Though gaudy pageants glitter by thy side, 

And far-resounding Fame. 
What though to thee the dazzled millions bow^ 
And to thy posthumous merit bend them low ; 
Though unto thee the monarch looks with awe> 
And thou at thy flash'd car dost nations draw» 
Yet, ah ! unseen behind thee fly 

Corroding Anguish, soul-subduing Pain, 

And Discontent that clouds the fairest sky : 
A melancholy train. 
Yes, Genius, thee a thousand cares await, 
Mocking thy del'ided state : 
Thee chill Adversity will still attend, 
Before whose face flies fast the summer's friend. 

And leaves thee all forlorn ; 
While leaden Ignbrance rears her head and laughs. 

And fat Stupidity shakes his jolly sides, 
And while the cup of afiluence he quafis 
With bee-eyed Wisdom, Genius derides. 
Who toils, and every hardship doth outbrave, 
To gain the meed of praise, when he is mouldering in his 
grave. 
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FRAGMENT OF AN ODE TO THE MOON. 

I. 

t 

Mild orb, who floatest through the realm of night, 

A pathless wanderer o'er a Icmely wild, 
Welcome to me thy soft and pensive light. 
Which oft in childhood my lone thoughts beguiled. 
Now doubly dear as o*er my silent seat, 
Nocturnal Study's still retreat. 
It casts a mournful melancholy gleam, 
And through iny lofty casement weaves. 
Dim through the vine's encircling leaves. 
An intermingled beam. 

11. 

These feverish dews that on my temples hang. 

This quivering lip, these eyes of dying flame : 
These the dread signs of many a secret pang. 

These are the meed of him who pants for fame ! 
Pale Moon, from thoughts like these divert my soul ; 

Lowly I kneel before thy shrine on high ; 
My lamp expires; — beneath thy mild control. 

These restless dreams are ever wont to fly. 

Come, kindred mourner, in my breast 
Soothe these discordant tones to rest. 

And breathe the soul of peace ; 
Mild visitor, I feel thee here,* 
It is not pain that brings this tear. 

For thou hast bid it cease. 
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Oh ! many a year has pass'd away 
Since I, beneath thy fairy ray, 

Attun'd my infimt reed ; 
When wilt thou, Time, those days restore, 
Those happy moments now no more -^ 



When on the lake's damp marge I lay, 

And mark'd the northern meteor's dance, 
Bland Hope and Fancy, ye were there 
To inspirate my trance. 
Twin sisters, faintly now ye deign 
Your magic sweets on me to shed, 
In vain your powers are now essay'd 
To chase superior pain. 

And art thou fled, thou welcome orb ? 

So swiftly pleasure flies ; 
So to mankind, in darkness lost. 

The beam of ardour dies. 
Wan Moon, thy nightly task is done. 
And now, encurtain'd in the main, 

Thou sinkest into rest; 
But I, in vain, on thorny bed. 

Shall woo the god of soft repose — « 



VOL. n. 
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FRAGMENT. 

Loud rage the winds without — The wintry cloud 
O'er the cold north star casts her flitting shroud ; 
And Silence, pausing in some snow-clad dale, 
Starts as she hears, by fits, the shrieking gale ; 
Where now, shut out from every still retreat. 
Her pine-clad summit, and her woodland seat. 
Shall Meditation, in her saddest mood^ 
Retire o'er all her pensive stores to brood ? 
Shivering and blue the peasant eyes askance 
The drifted fleeces that around him dance, 
And hurries on his balf-averted form. 
Stemming the fury of the sddelong storm. 
Him soon shall greet his saow-tc^t [cot of thatch,} 
Soon shall his 'nmnbed hand tremble on the latch, 
Soon from hi^ chii^ney'9 nook the cheerful flaaie 
Diffuse a genial warmth throughout his fr^one; 
Round the light fires while roars the ZKurth wind loud^ 
What merry groups of Tacioit feces orowd; 
These hail his. ^ming-*-^ these his me»l prepare^ 
And boast in fjill thfit c^t bq lurking ca^ 

What, though the .soeia) cirele be denied^ 
Ev'n Sadness bnghteaa at hei Qwn fire^ide^ 
Loves, with fixed eye, to watch the fluttering blaze^ 
While musing Memory dwells on former days ; 
Or Hope, blest spirit ! smiles — and still forgiv'n. 
Forgets the passport, while she points to Heav'n^ 



dd 



Hien heap the fire -^ shut out the biting aii". 
And from its stadon wheel the easy chair : 
Thus fenced and warm, in silent fit 'tis sweet 
To hear without the bitter tempest beat 
All, all alone ^- to sit, and muse, and sigh, 
The pensive tenant of obscurity. 



FRAGMENT. 

Oh ! thou most &tal of Pandora's train, 
Consumption ! silent cheater of the eye ; 

Thou com'st not robed in agonizing plain. 
Nor mark'st thy course with Death's delusive dye. 
But silent and unnoticed thou dost lie; 

O'er life's soft springs thy yenom dost diffiise, 
And, while thou giv'st new lustre to the eye. 

While o'er the cheek are spread health's ruddy hues, 

E'en then life's little rest thy cruel power subdues. 

Oft I've behdd thee, in the glow of yoitth 
Hid 'neath the t^shing roses which rii6t« blodm'd, 

And dropt a tear, for then thy cankering tooth 
I knew would never stay, till, all cotlsum'd. 
In the cold vault of death he were entoml/d. 
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But oh ! what sorrow did I feel5'as swift. 

Insidious ravager, I saw thee fly 
Through &ir Lucina's breast of whitest snow, 

Preparing swift her passage to the sky. 
Though still intelligence beam'd in the glance^ 

The liquid lustre of her fine blue eye ; 
Yet soon did languid listlessness advance, 
And soon she calmly sunk in death's repugnant trance. 

Even when her end was swifUy drawing near. 
And dissolution hover'd o'er head : 

Even then so beauteous did her form appear, 
That none who saw her but admiring said. 
Sure so much beauty never could be dead. 

Yet the dark lash of her expressive eye. 

Bent lowly down upon the languid 



When pride and envy, and the scorn 

Of wealth, my heart with gall einbued, 

I thought, how pleasant were the mom 

Of silence in the solitude. 

To hear the forest bee on wing ; 

Or by -the stream, or woodland spring. 
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To lie and muse alone^ — alone, 
WhQe the tinkling waters moan : 
Or such wild sounds rise, as say, 
Man and noise are far away. 

Now, surely, thought I, there's enow 

To fill lifers dusty way; 

And who will miss a poet's feet, 

Or wonder where he stray. 

So to the woods, and waste I'll go : 

And I will build an osier bower, 

And sweetly there to me shall flow 

The meditative hour. 

And when the autunm's withering hand 
Shall strew with leaves the sylvan land, 
ril to the forest caverns hie ; 
And in the dark and stormy nights 
I'll listen to the shrieking sprites ; 
Who, in the wintry wolds and floods. 
Keep jubilee and thread the woods ; 
Or, as it's drifiied sofl; and slow. 
Hurl in ten thousand shapes the snow. 
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I HAVE a wish, and near my heart 
That vfkh lies buried: 

To keep it there's a fbolisli part, 
For, oh ! it must not be. 
It must not, must not, be. 



Why, my fond heart, why beaf st thou so ? 

The dream is fair to see — - 
But, bid the lovely flatterer go ; 

It must not, must not, be. 

Oh ! no, it must not be. 

'Tis well this tear in secret falls. 
This weakness suits x&ol me; 

I know where sterner duty oaUs •^ 
It must not, canxx>t, be, 
Oh ! no, it cannot be. 
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Once more his beagles wake the slumb'ring mom, 
And the high woodland echoes to his horn, 
As on the mountain cliiFthe hunter band 
Chase the fleet chamois o'er the unknown land, 
Or sadly silent, from some jutting steep. 
He throws his line into the gulphy deep. 
Where in the wilderness, grotesque and drear, 
The loud Arve stuns the eve's reposing ear ; 
Or, if his lost domestic joys arise, 
Once more the prattler its endearments tries — 

m 

It lisps " My father !" and as newly prest 

Its close embraces meet his lonely breast 

His long-lost partner, too, at length restored, 

Leans on his arm, and decks the social board. 

Yet still, mysterious on his fever'd brain 

The deep impressions of his woes remain : 

He thinks she weeps. — " And why, my love, so pale ?^ 

•* What hidden grief could o'er thy peace prevail, 

** Or is it fancy — yet thou dost but * * ;*' 

And then he weeps, and weeps he knows not why. 
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Drear winter ! who dost knock 

So loud and angry on my cottage roof 

In the loud night-storm wrapt, while drifting snows 

The cheerless waste invest, and cold, and wide, 

Seen by the flitting star, the landscape gleams ; 

With no unholy awe I hear thy voice, 

As by my dying embers, safely hous'd, 

I, in deep silence, muse. Tho' I am lone, * 

And my low chimney owns no cheering voice 

Of friendly converse; yet not comfortless 

Is my long evening, nor devoid of thoughts 

To cheat the silent hours upon their way. 

There are, who in this dark and fearful night. 

Houseless, and cold of heart, are forced to bide 

These beating snows, and keen relentless winds -— 

Wayfiiring men, or wanderers whom no home 

Awaits, nor rest from travel, save the inn 

Where all the journeyers of mortal life 

Lie down at last to sleep. Yet some there be 

Who merit not to suffer. — Infancy, 

And sinew-shrinking age are not exempt 

From penury's severest, deadliest gripe. 

Oh, it doth chill the eddying heart's blood to see 
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The guileless cheek of infancy turn'd blue 
With the keen cold. — Lo, where the baby hangs 
On his wan parent's hand; his shiv'ring skin 
Half bare, and opening to the biting gale. 
Poor shiv'rer, to his mother he up turns 
A meaning look in silence ! then he casts 
Askance, upon the howling waste before, 
A mournful glance upon the forward way — 
But all lies dreary, and cold as hope 
In his forsaken breast. 



Behold the shepherd boy, who homeward tends, 
Finished his daily labour. — O'er the path, 
' Deep overhung with herbage, does he stroll 
With pace irregular : — by fits he runs. 
Then sudden stops with vacant countenance. 
And picks the pungent herb, or on the stile 
Listlessly sits and twines the reedy whip. 
And carols blithe his short and simple song. 
Thrice happy idler ! — thou hast never known 
Refinement's piercing pang; thy joys are small. 
Yet are they unalloyed with bitter thought 
And after misery. — As I behold 
Thy placid, artless countenance, I feel 
Strange envy of thy state, and fain woidd change 
These short, imcommon hours of keener bliss 
For thy long day of equal happiness. 
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Heaven grant no after trials may imprint 
Trouble's deep wrinkle on thine open face, 
And cloud thy generous features. -— Ma/st thou tread 
In the calm paths thro' which thy fathers trod. 
To their late graves of honourable rest: 
So will thy lot be happy. So the hour 
Of death come clad in loveliness and joy ; 
And as thou lay'st down thy blanched head 
Beneath the narrow mound, affection's hand 
Will bend the osier o'er thy peaceful grave, 
And bid the lily blossom on thy turfj 
But, oh ! may heaven avert from thee the curse 
Of mad fanaticism ! away! away — 
Let not the restless monster dare pollute 
The calm abodes of rural innocence ! 
Oh ! if the wide contagion reach thy breast. 
Unhappy peasant, peace will vanish thence. 
And raging turbulence will rack thy heart 
With feverish dismay : — then discontent 
Will prey upon thy vitals, then will doubt 
And sad uncertainty in fierce array. 
With superstition's monstrous train surround 
Thy dreadful death-bed; and no soothing hand 
Will smooth the painful pillow, for the bonds 
Of tender amity are all consumed 
By the prevailing fire. They all are lost 
In one ungovernable, selfish flame. 
Where has this pestilence arisen ? — where 
The Hydra multitude of sister ills. 
Of infidelity, andt)pen sin. 
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Of disaffection, and repining gall ? 
Oh, ye revered, venerable band, 
Who wear religion's ephod, unto ye 
Belongs with wakeful vigilance to check 
The growing evil. In the vicious town 
Fearless, and fixed, the monster stands secure ; 
But guard the rural shade \ let honest peace 
Yet hold her ancient seats, and still preserve 
The village groups in their primeval bliss. 

Such was, Placidio, thy divine employ, 

Ere thou wert borne to some sublimer sphere 

By death's mild angel. 



Where yonder woods in ^oomy pomp aris^ 
Embow'red, remote, a lowly cottage lies ; 
Before the door a garden spreads, where Idows 
Now wild, once cultivate, the brier rose; 
Tho' chok'd with weeds, the lily there will peer^ 
And eai*ly primrose hail the nascaityear; 
There to the walls did jess'mine wreaths attach. 
And many a sparrow twitter'd in the thatch, 
While in the woods that wave their heads on high 
The stock-dove warbled murmui*ing harmony. 
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There, buried in retirement, dwelt a sage, 
Whose reverent locks bespoke him far in age; 
Silent he was, and solemn was his mien, 
And rarely on his cheek a smile was seen. 
The village gossips had full many a tale 
About the aged "hermit of the dale." 
Some called him wizard, some a holy seer, 
Tho' all beheld him with an equal fear. 
And many a stout heart had he put to flight, 
Met in the gloomy wood-walks late at night. 

Yet well, I ween, the sire was good of heart, 

Nor would to ought one heedless pang impart ; 

His soul was gentle, but he'd known of woe, 

Had known the world, nor longer wish'd to know. 

Here, far retired from all its busy ways. 

He hop'd to spend the remnant of his days ; 

And here, in peace, he till'd his little ground, 

And saw, unheeded, years revolving round. 

Fair was his daughter, as the blush of day, 

In her alone his hopes and wishes lay; 

His only care, about her future life^ 

When death should call him from the haimts of strife. 

Sweet was her temper, mild as summer skies 

When o'er their azure no thin vapour flies ; 

And but to see her aged father sad. 

No fear, no care, the gentle Fanny had. 

Still at her wheel, the live-long day she sung, 
'Till with the sound the lonesome woodlands rung, 

■:^^ 10 
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And, 'till usurp'd his long unquestioned sway, 
The solitary bittern wing'd its way, 
Indignant rose, on dismal pinions borne, 
To find, untrod by man, some waste forlorn ; 
Where, unmolested, he might hourly wail, 
And with his screams still load the heavy gale. 

Once as I strayed at eve, the woods among. 
To pluck wild strawberries, — I heard her song ; 
And heard, enchanted, — oh, it was so soft. 
So sweet, I thought the cherubim aloft 
Were quiring to the spheres. Now the full note 
Did on the downy wings of silence float 
Full on the ravish'd sense, then died away. 
Distantly on the ear, in sweet decay. 

Then, first I knew the cot ; the simple pair ; 
Tho' soon become a welcome inmate there : 
At eve, 1 still would fly to hear the lay. 
Which Fanny to her lute was wont to play ; 
Or with the Sire, would sit and talk of war. 
For wars he'd seen, and bore full many a scar. 
And oft the plan of gallant siege he drew. 
And lov'd to teach me all the arts he knew. 
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With slow step^ along the desert sand. 
Where o'er the parching plains broods red dismay, 
The Arab chief leads on his ruthless band. 
And, lo ! a speck of dust is seen to play» 
On the remotest ccmfines of the day. 
Arouse ! arouse ! fierce, does the chieftain cry. 
Death calls ! the caravan is on its way ! 
The warrior shouts. The Siroc hurries by, 
Hush'd is his stormy voice, and quench'd his murderous 
eye. 



These lines mi^t appear^ by the metre^ to have been 
intended for a stanza of the '< CkrUtiadj*' perhaps to have 
been introduced as a simile; but though the conception is 
striking, the composition is far more incorrect than that of 
that fine fragment. 
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TO A FRIEND. 

To you these pensive lines I fondly send, 
Far distant now, my brother, and my friend. 
If, 'mid the novel scene, thou yet art free 
To give one silent, museflil hour to me, 
Turn from the world, and fancy, whisp'ring near, 
Thou hear'st the voice thou once did'st love to hear. 
Can time and space, howe'er with anguish fraught. 
Damp the warm heart, or chain the soaring thought ? 
Or, when most dread, the nascent joy they blast, 
Chace from the mind the image of the past ! 
Ah, no 1 when death has robb'd her hord of bliss. 
What stays to soothe the widow's hoars, but this? — 
This cheers her dreams, and cheats the ling'ring time 
Till she shall reach •♦♦#**♦ 



Oh 1 had the soul's deep silence pow'r to speak ; 
Coidd the warm thought the bars of distance break I 
Could the lone nmsic to thine ear convey 
Each rising sigh, and all the heart can say ! 
Dear to my breast, beyond conception dear. 
Would the long solitude of night appear: 
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Sweet would it be to hear the winds complain — 
To mark the hearings of the moonlight main ; 
Sweet to behold the silent hamlet lie, 
With « * # # ♦ 

But sweeter far * * * ♦ 

Rose not unshar'd, nor fell unmark'd by thee. 



The harp is still ! Weak tho* the spirit were 

That whispered in its rising harmonies ; 

Yet Mem'ry, with her sister, fond Regfiet, 

Loves to recall the wild and wandering airs 

That cheer'd the long-fled hours, when o'er the strings 

That spirit hover'd. Weak, and though it were 

To pour the torrent of impetuous song, 

It was not weak to touch the sacred chords 

Of pity, or to summon with dark spell 

Of witching rh}rme8, the spirits of the deep 

Formed to do Fancy's bidding ; and to fetch 

Her perfiimes from U.e morning star, or dye 

Her volant robes with the bright rainbow's hues. 
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Or should the day be overcast^ 
We'll linger 'till the show'r be past; 
Where the hawthorn's branches spread 
A fragrant covert o'er the head. 
And list the rain-drops beat the leaves. 
Or smoke upon the cottage eaves ; 
Or silent dimpling on tfaentream 
Convert to lead its silver gleam; 
And we will muse on human life. 
And think, from aU the storms of strife, 
How sweet to find a snug retreat 
Where we may hear the tempests beat^ 
Secure and fearless, — and provide 
Rq)ose for life's calm eventide. 



Mild veqper, fiivourite of the Paphian Queen, 
Wliotelucid lamp on evening's twilight zone^ 
Sheds a soft lustre o^er the gloom serene, , 
Only by Cynthia's silver beam outshone : 
Thee I invoke to point my lonely way 
O^er these wild wastes, to where my lover bides. 
For thou alone canst lend thy fnendly ray. 

VOL. II. I 
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Now the bright niooii toward the ocean glides 

No midnight murderer asks thy guilty aid, 

Nor nightly robber * * • ♦ * 

J am alone, by silly love betrayed 

To woo the star of Venus, * • * • 



In every clime, from Lapland to Japan, 
This truth's oonfest^ — That man's worst foe is man. 
The rav'ning tribes, that croud the sultry zone^ 
Prey on all kinds and colours, but their own. 
lion with lion herds, and pard with pard, 
Instinct's first law, their covenant and guard. 
But man alone, the lord of ev'ry clime, 
Whose post is godlike, and whose pow'rs sublime, 
JUanj at whos^ birth the Ahnighty hand stood still, 
Pleas'd with the last great effort of his will ; 
Man, man alone, no tenant of the wood, 
Preys on his kind, and laps his brother's blood ; 
His fellow leads, where hidden pit-fall^ He, 
And drinks trith eestacy his dying sigh^ 
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ODE TO LIBERTY. 

Hence to thy darkest shades, dire Slareiy, hiftoti 

Thine icy touch can freeee, 

Swift as the Polar breeze, 
The proud defying port of human MRMk 

Hence to thine Indian C8y«^ 
To where the tall canes whisper o'er thy rent, 

Like the murmuring waTe 
Swept by the dank wing of the rapid west : 

Atid at the night's still noon, 
The lash'd Angolan, in his grated Cell, 

Mix'd with the tyger's yeU, 
Howls to the dull ear of the silent moon. 

But come, thou goddess, blithe and free, * . 
Thou mountain-maid, sweet Libwty 1^ 
With buskin'd knee, and bosom bore. 
Thy tresses floating in the air : 
Come, — and treading on thy fisat, 
Independence let me meet, 
_ Thy giant mate, whose aiwfol ftwrm . 

Has often braved the bellowing slorm ; 
And heard its angry spirit shriek, 
Rear'd on some promontory's beal^ 
Seen by the lonely fisher far, _ 
By the glimpse of flitting itar* .. , 

I 2 
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His awfiil bulk, in daisky shroud, 
Cnmmiiring with the pitchy cloud ; 
Whik at his feet the lightnings play, 
And the deep thunders die away. 
Ooddesi^ come, and let us sail 
On Ae fresh reviving gale ; 
(yer dewy lawns, and forests lone^ 
'TOI lighting on some mountain stone. 
Thai scales the circumambient sky, 
We see a thousand nations lie. 
From Zembb's snows, to Afric's heat, 
Prostrate beneath our fSrolic feet. 

FrcHn Italy's luxurious plains. 
Where everlasting summer ragns. 
Why, goddess, dost thou turn away ? 
Didst thou never sojourn there ? 
(%, yes, thou didst — but fallen is Rome; 
The pilgrim weqps her silent doom. 
As at midnight, murmuring low, 
Akog tfie mouldering portico^ 
He hears the desolate wind career. 
While the rank ivy whispers near. 

lU-fiited Oaul 1 ambitious grasp 
Bids thee again in slavery gasp* 
Again the dungeon walls resound 
The h<qpdiess shriek, the groan profound. 
But, ks in yonder hiqppy skies, 
Helvetia's airy mountains rise. 
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Andy oh, on her tall clifi reclm'd, 

0»y fimcy, whispering to the mind: 

As the wild herdsman's call is heard, 

TeUs me, that she, o'er all preferred 

In every dime, in every zone. 

Is Liberty's divinest throne. 

Yet, whence that sigh ? O goddess, say. 

Has the Qrrant's thirsty sway 

Dared profime the sacred seat, 

Thy long high-&vour'd, best retreat ? 

It has ! it has ! away, away. 

To where the green isles woo the day# 

Where thou art still supreme, and where 

Thy Paeans fill the floating air. 
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Wko b it leads the planets on their dance - 
The mighty sisterhood ? Who is it strikes 
The harp of universd hatmony ? 



Muik \ *tis the voice of planets on theiir 
Led by the arch-contriver. Beautiful 
The harmony of order ! How tUey sing I 
The regulated orbs, upon their path 
Through the wide trackless ether, sing as though 

I S 
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A syren sat upon each gUtt^xuig.gem^ 
And made fair music -^ such as mortal band 
Ne'er rais'd on the responding chords; more like 
The mystic melody that oft the bard 
Hears in the strings of the siispended harp» 
Touched by some unknown beings that reside 
In evening breezes, or, at dead of night» 
Wake in the long, shrill pauses of the wind* 

This is the music which, in ages hush'd. 

Ere the Assyrian quaflP'd his cups of blood. 

Kept the lone Cl^d awake, when thro' the night 

He watch'd his hierds. The solitary man, 

By frequent meditation, learnt to speU 

Yon sacred volume of high mystery. 

He could arrange the wandering passengers, 

From the pale star, first on the silent brow 

Of the meek-tressed Eve, to him who shines, 

Son of the morning» orient Lucifer^ . 

Sweet were to him in that unletter'd agj, 

The openings of wonder. -;- He could gaze 

Till his whole 9Qyl waa fill'd with mystery, 

And every nig)xt*^ind was a spirit's voice, 

And every far-off mist, a spirit's form ; 

So with fables, and wild romantic dreams 

He mix'd his tri^b, and couch'd in symbols dark. 

Hence, blind idolatry arose, and men 

Knelt to the sua, or at the^dead of night 

Poured their orisons to the cloi|d*wrapt mo^n* 
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Hi^ppe, idso, after ag«s into stars 
Transformed their heroes; and the warlike ^«6 
With fond eye fix'd on some reajdendent g^n» 
Held converse with the spirits of bis sires : -^ . 
With other eyes than these did Plato view 
The htav ns» and, fill'd with reasonings sublimit 
Half pierc'd, at intervals, the mystery, 
Which with the gospel vanished, and made wtny- 
For noon«day brightness. ♦ # • 



How beautiful upon the element 

The Egyptian moonlight sleeps ; 
The Arab on the bank hath pitched his tent ; 

The light wave dances, sparkling, o'er the deeps ; 
The tall reeds whisper in the gale, 
And o'er the distant tide moves slow the silent sail* 



Thou mighty Nile ! and thou receding main, 
How peacefiilly ye rest upon your shores. 
Tainted no more, as when from Cairo's toVn^ 
RoU'd the swoln corse, by plague ! the monster ! slain* 
Far as the eye can see around. 
Upon the solitude of waters wide, 
There is no si^t, save of the restlesin^ tide «^ 
Save of the winds, and waves^ there is no souoA* 

I 4 
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lE^g^ptia sleepst her sons in silence sleqp I 

m-fiited hndf npon thy rest they come— 
Th* isTader, and his host BdioM the deep 

Bears on her fiurtfaest verge a dusky gkxmi -— 
And now they rise^ the masted fiurests rise^ 
And gaUantSy through the fi>am, thdr way they rotSoL 
Stem Genius of the Memphian shores^ awake -— 

The ibeman in thy inmost harbour lies. 
And ruin o'er thy land with brooding pennon flies. 



Ghosts of the dead, in grim array. 

Surround the tyrant's nightly bed ! 
And in the still, distinctly say, 

I by thy treach'ry bled. 
And I, and I, t»i thousands cry, 

From Jaffii's plains, from Egyp^s sands. 
They come, they raise the chorus high, 

And whirl around in shrieking bands. 
Loud, and more loud, die clamours rise^ 
^* Lo I there the traitor ! murderer I lies." 
He murdered me, he murdered thee. 

And now his bed, his rack shall be. 
As when a thousand torrents roar^ 
Around his head their yells tiiey pOur. 
The sweat-drops start, convulsion's hand 

Binds every nerve in iron band« 
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'Us done ! diey fly, the clamonrs die, 

The moon is up, toe night is calm, 
Man's busy broods in slumbers lie ; 

But horrors still die tyrant's soul alanUf 

And ever and anon, serenely dear, 
Ehve mercy, mercy, heaven ! strikes on dull midnii^t's 

ear. 



ODE 

ON THE DEATH OF THE DUKE d'ENGHIEN. 

What means y<m trampling I what that light 

That glimmers in the inmost wood ; ^ 
As tho' beneath die felon night. 

It mark'd some deed o( blood : 
Behold yon figures dim descried 
In dark array, they speechless glide. 
The forest moans ; the raven's scream 
Swells slowly o'er the moated stream. 
As from the castle's topmost tow'r, 

It chants its boding song alone : 
A song, that at this awful hour 

Bears dismal tidings in its fimeral tone t 
Tidings, that in some grey domestic's ear 
Will on his wakeful bed strike deep mysterious fear. 

And, hark, that loud report I tis done; 
There's murder couch'd in yond^ gIo<Hn ; 
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'Tis done, 'tis done I the prize is won. 

Another rival meets his doom* 
The tyrant smiles, — with fell delight 
He dwells upon the * * * * * 
The tyrant smiles ; from terror freed, 
jETnlriwgin die fool mkadeed. 
And sternly in his secret breast 
Marks out the victims next to fall. 
His purpose fixed ; their moments fly no more, 

He points, — the poniard knows its own ; 
Unseen it strikes, unseen they die. 

Foul midnight only hears, and shudders at the groan. 
But justice yet shall lift her arm on high. 
And Bourbon's blood no more ask vengeance from the sky. 



SONNETS. 



SONNETS. 



TO CAPEL LOFFT, ESQ. 

IjOFFT, unto thee one tributary song 
The simple Muse, admiring, iain would bring ; 

She longs to lisp thee to the listening throng, 
And with iixy name to bid the woodlands ring. 

Fain would she blazon all thy virtues forth, 
Thy warm philanthropy, thy justice mild. 

Would say how thou didst foster kindred worth, 
And to thy bosom snatch'd Misfortune's child ; 

Firm she would paint thee, with becoming zeal. 
Upright, and learned, as the Pylian sire, 
Would say how sweetly thou could'st sweqp die lyr^ 

And show thy labours for the public weal. 
Ten thousand virtues tell with joys supreme^ 
But ah ! she shrinks abash'd before the arduous llieme. 



aar 



TO THE MOON. 

WBITTEN IN NOV£MBER. 



SuBUME, emerging from the misty verge 
Of the horizMi dim, thee. Moon, I hail, 
As sweefnng o'er the leafless grov^ the ^e 

Seems to r»eat the yearns funereal diige. 
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Now Autumn sickens on the languid sight, 
And leaves bestrew the wanderer's lonely wg.y, 

Now unto thee, pale arbitress of night, 
With double joy my homage do I pay. 
When clouds disguise the glories of day, 

And stern November sheds her boisterons blight, 
How doubly sweet to mark the moony ray. 

Shoot through the mist from the ethereal height, 
And, stiU unchang^d^ back to the memory bring 
The smiles Favonian of life's earliest spring. 
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WRITTEN AT THE QRAVE QF A VHIBl^^* 

Fast from the West the fading day-streaks fly, 

And ebon Night assumes her solemn sway^ 
Yet here alone, unheeding time, I lie, 

And o'er my friend still pour the plaintive lay. 
Oh ! *tis not long since, George, with thee I woo'd 

The maid of musings by yon moaning wave. 
And haU'd the moon's mild beam, whidi now renewed, 

Seems sweetly sleeping oa. thy silent grave ! 
The busy world pursws it$ boisterous way. 

The noise of revelry still echoes round. 
Yet I am sad while all beside is gay; 

Yet still I weep o'er thy deserted mound. 
Oh ! that, like thee, I might bid sorrow ceasw, 
And 'neath the gi^een-sward sleep the sleep of peace. 



127 



Sweet to the gay of heart is Summer's smile. 

Sweet the wild music of the laughing Spring; 
But ah ! my soul far other scenes beguile. 

Where gloomy storms their sullen shadows fling. 
Is it for me to strike the Idalian string — 

Raise the soft music of the warbling wire, 
While in' my ears the howls of fairies ring, 

And melancholy wastes the vital fire ? 
Away with thoughts like these — To some lone cave 

Where howls the shrill blast, and where sweeps the wav«^ 
Direct my steps ; there, in the lonely drear, 

ril sit remote from worldly noise, and muse 

Till through my soul shall Peace her balm infuse, 
And whisper sounds of comfort in mine ear. 



Poor little one ! most bitterly did pain, 
And life's worst ills, assail thine early age ; 
And quickly tir'd with this rough pilgrimage, 
Thy wearied spirit did its heaven regain. 
Moaning, and sickly, on the lap of life 
Thou laid'st thine aching head, and thou didst sigh 
A little whil e, ere to its kindred sky 
Thy soul returh'd, to taste no more of strife ! 
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Thy lot was happy, little sojourner ! 

Tliou had'st no mother to direct thy ways ; 

And fortune frown'd most darkly on thy days, 

Short as they were. Now, fiur from the low stir 

Of this dim spot, in heaven thou dost repose. 

And lodk'st, and smil'st on this world's transient woes« 



TO DECEMBER. 

Dark visaged visitor, who comest here 
Clad in thy mournful tunic, to repeat 
(While glooms, and chilling rains enwrap thy feet ) 

The scdemn requiem of the dying year. 

Not unddightful to my listening ear 

Sound thy dull show'rs, as, o'er my woodland seat. 
Dismal, and drear, the leafless trees they beat : 

Not undelightfiil, in their wild career, 

Is the wild music of thy howling blasts, 

Sweqptng the groves' long aisle, while sullen lime 

Thy stormy mantle o'er his shoulder asts, 
And, rock'd upon his dirone^ with diant sublime 

Joins the fiiU-pealing dirge^ and winter weaves 

Her dark s^ulchral wreath of &ded leaves. 
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TO MISFORTUNE. 

Misfortune, I am young, my chin is bare^ 

And I have wonder'd much when men have told, 
How youth was free from sorrow and from care^ 

Tliat thou should'st dwell with me, and leave the old. 
Sure dost not like me ! — Shrivell'd hag of hate^ 

My phiz, and thanks to thee, is sadly long ; 

I am not either. Beldame^ over strong ; 
Nor do I wish at all to be thy mate. 
For thou, sweet fury, art my utter hate. 
Nay, shake not thus thy miserable pate, 
I am yet young, and do not like thy &ce; 
And, lest thou should'st resume the wild-goose chace^ 
I'll tell thee something all thy heat to assuaj^ 
— Thou wilt not hit my &ncy in my age. 



V 



As thus oppressed with many a heavy car^ 
(Though young yet sorrowful,) I turn my feet 
To the dark woodland, longing much to greet 

The form of Peace, if chance she sojourn there; 

Deep thou^t and dismal, verging to despair. 
Fills my sad breast; and,^ tur^d with this ysm ooHf 

I shrink dismayed before life's upland toil. 

VOL. II. K 
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And as amid the leaves the evening air 
Whispersstill melody, — I think ere long, 

When I no more can hear, these woods will speak; 

And then a ptd wih ptfiy^ uppfi lay cb^elj^ 
And mc^imiiil pkwta^V^s i^on me ihrcmgy 
And I do fot^r whk W^ stirange delight^ 
On|)|f ^)n^ j^)ii|]|l^s of tb« dead man's night. 
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TO APRIL. 

EMBuenfof life ! see changeful April sail 
In varying vest along the shadowy skies. 
Now bidding Summer's soAest z^ephyrs rise^ 
Anon, recalling Winter's stormy gale, 
And pouring from the cloud her sudden hail ; 

Then, smiling through die tear that dims her eyes, 
While Iris with her braid the welkin dyes, 
Promise of sunshine, not so prone to fail. 
So to us, sojourpers in Life's low vale, _ 
The smiliea of Fortune flatter to d$oeiv^ 
While still:^e Fates the web of Misery w^ve ; 
So Hope eKokaiit spreads htr aery sail. 
And from the^pare^ait gloom the swl coiw^ya 
To distM; summers and far happier cbys* 



131 



MI*hMMMiMm 



•«». 



Ye unseen spirits, whose wild melodies, 
At evening risii^ slow, yet sweetly dtair, 
Steal on the musing poef s pensive ear, 
As by the wood-spring stretch'd supine fae lies^ 
When he who now invokes you low is laid, 
His tir'd frame resting, on the earth's cold bed, 
Hold ye your nightly vigils o'er his head, 

And chaunt a dirge to his reposing shade ! 
For he was wont to love your madrigals ; 
And often by the haunted stream that laves 
The dark sequester'd woodland's inmost caves, 
Would sit and listen to the dying falls, 
Till the full tear w^ould quiver in his eye, 
And his big heart would heave with mournfiil ecstacyi 
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TO A TAPER. 

'Tis midnight — On the globe dead sluitib^ «tt> 

And all is silence — in the hour of sleep ; 
Save when the hdllow gust, that sWelh by Btii 

In the dark wood roars fearfully and dee^. 
I wake alone to listen and to weep, 

To watch, my taper, thy pale beacon buKn ; 
And, as still Mem9ry does her vigils keep. 

To think of days that never can return. 

K 2 
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By thy pale ray I raise my languid neau. 
My eye surveys the solitary gloom ; 

And the sad meaning tear, unmixt with dread, 
Tells thou dost light me to the silent tomb. 

Like thee I wane ; «— like thine my life's last ray 

Will fiule in loneliness, unwept, away. 



TO MY MOTHER. 

And canst thou. Mother^ for a moment think. 
That we, thy children, when old age shall shed 
Its blanching honours on thy weary head. 

Could from our best of duties ever shrink ? 

Sooner the sun from his high sphere should sink 
Than we, ungrateful, leave thee in that day. 
To pine in solitude thy life away. 

Or shun thee, tottering on the grave's cold brink. 

Banish the thought i — - where'er our steps may roam. 
O'er smiling plains, or wastes without a tree^ 
Still will fond memory point our hearts to thee. 

And paint the pleasures of thy peaceful home; 

While duty bids us all thy griefe assuage, 

And smooth the piUow of thy sinking age. 
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Yes, 'twill be over soon. — This sickly dream 

Of life will vanish from my feverish brain; 
And death my wearied spirit will redeem 

From this wild region of unvaried pain. 
Yon brook will glide as softly as before, — 

Yon landscape smile, "^ yon golden harvest grow, 
Yon sprightly lark on mounting, wing will soar. 

When Henrv's name is heard no more below. 
I sigh when all my youthful friends caress. 

They laugh in health, and future evils brave ; 
Them shall a wife and smiling children bless. 

While I am mouldering in my silent grave. 
God of the just — Thou gavest the bitter cup ; 
I bow to thy behest, and drink it up. 
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TO CONSUMPTION. 

Gently, most gently, on thy victim's headj 
Consumption, lay thine hand ! — let me decay. 
Like the expiring lamp, unseen, away, 

And softly go to slumber with the dead. 

And if 'tis true, what holy men have said. 
That strains angelic oft foretell the day 
Of death, to thosfe good men who fell thy prey, 

O let the aerial music round my bed, 

K 8 
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Dissolving sad in dying symphony, 
Whisper the solemn warning in mine ear : 

That I may bid my weeping friends good-by 
Ere I depart upon my journey drear : 

And, smiling fHuKtly on the palnfiil past. 

Compose my decent head, and breathe my last 
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TRANSLATED 

FROM TH£ FRENCH OF k. DESBARREAUX. 

Thy judgments, Lord, are just ; thou lov'st to wear 

The face of pity and of love divine; 
But mine is guilt — thou must not, canst not spare, 

While heaven is true, and equity is thine. 
Yes, oh my God ! — such crimes as mine, so dread. 

Leave but the choice of punishment to thee ; 
Thy interest calls for judgment on my head. 

And even thy ooercy dares not plead for me ! 
Thy will ba dcme — since 'tis thy glory's due, 

Did from mine eyes the endless torrents flow ; 
Smite — it is time — though endless death ensue, 

I bless the avenging hand that lays me low. 
But on what spot shall &11 thine anger's flood. 
That has not fizsi been drench'd in Christ's atoning, blood? 



POEMS 



OF A LATER DATE 
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to A FRIEND IN DliSTRESS, 

Who, when Henry reasoned with him calmly, asked^ 
« If he did notfeelf(yr him r 

Do I not feel ? " The doubt is keen as steel. 
Yea, I do feel — most exquisitely feel ; 
My heart can weep, when from my downcast eye 
I chase the tear, and stem the rising sigh : 
Deep buried there I close the rankling dart^ 
And smile the most when heaviest is my heart. 
On this I act ^ — whatever pangs surround, 
' Tis magnanimity to hide the 'wound ! 
When all was new, and life was in its spring, 
I liv*d an unlov'd solitary thing ; 
Even then I learnt to bury deep from day, 
The piercing cares that wore my youth away : 
Even then I learnt for others' cares to feel : 
Even then I wept I had not power to heal : 
Even then, deep-sounding through the nightly gloom, 
I heard the wretched's groan, and moum'd the wretched's 

doom. 
Who were my friends in youth ? — The midnight fire — 
The silent moon-beam, or the starry choir ; 
To these I 'plained, or turn'd from outer sights ^ 

To bless my lonely taper's friendly light ; 
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I never yet could ask, however forlorn, 

For vulgar pity mixt with vulgar scorn; 

The sacred source of woe I never ope. 

My breast's my coffer^ and my God's my hope. 

But that I do feel, Time, my friend, will show. 

Though the cold crowd the secret never know ; 

With them I laugh — yet when no eye can see, 

I weep for nature, and I weep for thee. 

Yes, thou didst wrong me, * * * ; I fondly thought 

In thee Fd found the friend my heart had sought ! 

I fondly thought, that thou could'st pierce the guise, 

And read the truth that in my bosom lies ; 

I fondly thought, ere Time's last days were gone, 

Thy heart and mine had mingled into one ! 

Yes, — and they yet will mingle. Days and years 

Will fly, and leave us partners in our tears : 

We then shall feel that friendship has a power 

To soothe affliction in her darkest hour ; 

Time's trial o'er, shall clasp each other's hand. 

And wait the passport to a better land. 

Thine, 

H. K. WHITE. 

IWfpart-Blevcn o'Qock at Night. 
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CHRISTMAS-DAY. 



1804. 



Yet once more, and once more, awake, my Harp, 
From silence and neglect — one lofty strain. 
Lofty, yet wilder than the winds of Heaven, 
And speaking mysteries more than words can tell, 
I ask of thee, for I, with hymnings high, 
Would join the dirge of the departing year. 

Yet with no wintry garland from the woods. 

Wrought of Ae lieafless branch or ivy sear. 

Wreathe I thy tresses, dark December ? now; 

Me higher quarrel calls, with loudest song. 

And fearful joy, to celebrate the day 

Of the Redeemer. — Near two thousand suns 

Have set their seals upon the rolling lapse 

Of generations, since the day-spring first 

Beam'd firom on high ! — Now to the mighty mass 

Of that increasing aggregate we add 

One unit more. Space^ in comparison, 

How small, yet mark'd with how much misery ; 

Wars, fiunines, and the fury. Pestilence, 

Over the nations hanging her dread scourge ; 

The oppressed, too, in silent bitterness, 

Weeping their sufferance ; and the arm of wrcmg. 

Forcing tiie seanty portion from the weak. 

And steeping the lone widow's couch with tearsw 
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So has the year been charactered with woe 

In Christian land, and mark'd with wrongs and crimes 

Yet 'twas not thus He taught — not thus He liv'd, 

Whose birth we this day celebrate with prayer 

And much thanksgiving. — He, a man of woes, 

Went on the way appointed, — path, though rude, 

Yet borne with patience still : — He came to cheer 

The broken-hearted, to raise up the sick. 

And on the wandering and benighted mind 

To pour the light of truth. — O task divine ! 

O more than angel teacher ! He had words 

To soothe the barking waves, and hush the winds ; 

And when the soul was toss'd in troubled seas. 

Wrapt in thick darkness and the howling storm, 

He, pointing to the star of peace on high, 

Arm'd it with holy fortitude, and bade it smile 

At the surrounding wreck. 

When with deep agony his heart was rack'd. 
Not for himself the tear-drop dew'd his cheek. 
For them He wept, for them to Heaven He pray'd. 
His persecutors — " Father, pardon them. 
They know not what they do." 

Angels of Heaven^ 
Ye who beheld Him fainting on the cross. 
And did him homage, say, may mortal join 
The hallelujahs of the risen God ? 
Will the faint voice and grovelling song be heard 
Amid the seraphim in light divine ? 
Yes, He will deign, the Prince of Peace will deign, 
For mercy, to accept the hymn of faith. 
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Low though it be ajid humble. — Lord of life, 
The Christ, the Comforter, thine advent now 
Fills my uprising soul. — I mount, I fly 
Far o'er the skies, beyond the rolling orbs ; 
The bonds of flesh dissolve, and earth recedes. 
And care, and pain, and sorrow are no more. 



NELSONI MORS. 

Yet once again, my Harp, yet once again. 

One ditty more, and on the mountain-ash 

I will again suspend thee. I have felt 

The warm tear frequent on my cheek, since last, 

At eventide, when all the winds were hush'd, 

I woke to thee the melancholy song. 

Since then with ThoughtfulnesSi a maid severe, 

Fve journeyed, and have learn'd to shape the freaksi^ 

Of frolic fancy to the line of truth ; 

Not unrepining, for my froward heart, 

Still turns to thee, mine Harp, and to the flow 

Of spring-gales past — the woods and storied haunts 

Of my not songless boyhood. — Yet once more, 

Not fearless, I will wake thy tremulous tones, 

My long-neglected Harp. — He must not sink \ 

The good, the brave — he must not, shall not sink 

Without the meed of some melodious tear. 
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Though from the Muse's chalice I may pour 
No precious dews of Aganippe's well, 
. Or Castaly, •*- thou^ from the morning cloud 
I fetch no hues to scatter on his hearse : 
Yet will I wreathe a garland fi>r his brows, 
Of simple flowers, such as the hedge-rows scent 
Of Britain, my loy'd country ; and with tears 
Most eloquent, yet silent, I will bathe 
Thy honor'd corse, my Nelson^ tears as warm 
And honest as the ebbing blood that flow'd 
Fast from thy honest heart. — Thou, Pity, too, 
If ever I have lov'd, with faltering st^, 
To follow thee in the cold and starless night. 
To the top-crag of some rain-beaten cliiF; 
And as I heard the deep gun bursting loud 
Amid the pauses of the storm, have poured 
Wild strains, and mournful, to the hurrying winds, 
The dying soul's viaticum ; if oft 
Amid the carnage of the field I've sate 
With thee upon the moonlight throne, and sung 
To cheer the fainting soldier's dying soul. 
With mercy and forgiveness — visitant 
Of heaven — sit thou upon my harp. 
And ^ve it feeling, which were else too cc4d 
For argument so great, for theme so high. 

How dimly on that mom the sun arose, 
'Kerchieft in mists, and tearful, when — - 
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PSALM XXII. 

My Gody my God, oh, why dost thou forsiJce me ? 

Why art thou distant in the hour of £sar ? 
To thee^ my wonted help, I still betake me, 

To thee I clamour, but thou dost not hear. 

The beam of morning witnesses my siting, 
The lonely night-hour views me weep in vain, 

Yet thou art holy, and, on thee relying. 

Our fathers were released from grief and pain. 

To thee they cried, and thou didst hear their wailing, 
On thee they trusted, and their trust was sure ; 

But I, poor, lost, and wretched son of failing, 
I, without hope, must scorn and hate endure. 

Me they revile ; with many ills molested. 
They bid me seek of thee, O Lord, redress : 

On God, they say, his hope and trust he rested. 
Let God relieve him in his deep distress. 

To me. Almighty lAn thy mercy shining, 

Life's dark and dangerous portals tKou didst ope : 

And softly on my mother's lap reclining, 

Breath'd thro' my breast the lively soul of hope. 
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Even from the womb^ thou art my God, my Father ! 

Aid me, now trouble weighs me to the ground ; 
Me heavy ills have worn, and, faint and feeble. 

The bulls of Bashan have beset me round. 

My heart is melted and my soul is weary. 
The wicked ones have pierced my hands and feet ; 

Lord, let thy influence cheer my bosom dreary ; 
My help I my strength ! let me thy presence greet. 

Save me ! oh, save me ! from the sword dividing, 
Give me my darling from the jaws of death ! 

Thee will I praise^ and in thy name condding. 
Proclaim thy mercies with my latest breath. 
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HYMN I. 

The Lord our God is full of might, 

The winds obey his will : 
He speaks, and in his heavenly height 

The rolling sun stands still. 

Rebel, ye waves, and o'er the land 
With threatening aspect roar ! 

The LcMrd uplifts his awful hand, 
And chains you to the shore. 

Howl, winds of night, your force combine I 

Without his high behest, 
Ye shall not in the mountain pine 

Disturb the sparrow's nest 

His voice sublime is heard afar, 

In the distant peal it dies ; 
He yokes the whirlwind to his car. 

And sweeps the howling skies. 

Ye nations bend, — in reverence bend; 

Ye monarchs, wait his nod; 
And bid the choral song ascend. 

To celebrate your God. 
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HYMN 11. 

The Lord our God is Lord of all. 

His station who can find ? 
I hear him in the waterfall ! 

I hear him in the wind ! 

If in the gloom of night I shroud, 

His face I cannot fly ; 
I see him in the evening cloud, 

And in the morning sky. 

He lives, he reigns in every land, 
From winter's polar snows, 

To where, across the burning sand, 
The blasting meteor glows ! 

He smiles, we live; he frowns, we die; 

We hang upon his t^^ord : '^- 
He rears his red right arm on high. 

And ruin bares the sword. 

He bids his blasts the fields deform — 
Then wl^ hfl^ tbunderls ceaiie, 

Sits like an angel %id the stdtrh, 
And smiles tJi^ nitidis to peac^ I 
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HYMN III. 

Through sorrow's night, and danger's patb| 

Amid the deepening gloom, 
We, soldiers of an injured King, 

Are marching to the tomb. 

There, when tlie turmoil is no more. 

And all our powers decay, 
Our cold remains in solitude 

Shall sleep the years away. 

Our labours done, securely laid 

In this our last retreat. 
Unheeded, o*er our silent dust 

The storms of life shall beat. 

Yet not thus lifeless, thus inane, 

The vital spark shall lie. 
For o'er life's wreck that spark shall rise 

To see its kindred sky. 

These ashes too, this little dust, 

Our Father's care shall keep, 
'Till the last angel rise, and break 

The long and dreary sleep. 
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Then love*s soft dew o'er every eye 
Shall shed its mildest rays, 

And the long silent dust shall burst 
With shouts of endless praise. 



HYMN IV. 

A FRAaMENT. 

Much in sorrow, oft in woe, 
Onward, Christians, onward go, 
Fight the fight, and worn with strife, 
Steep with tears the bread of life* 

Onward, Christians, onward go. 
Join the war, and face the foe : 
Faint not ! much doth yet remain. 
Dreary is the long campaign. 

Shrink not, Christians ; will ye yield ? 
Will ye quit the painfiil field ? 



149 



HYMN V. 

Christians ! brethren ! ere we part, 
Join every voice and every heart ; 
One solemn hymn to God we raise, 
One final song of grateful praise. 

Christians, we here may meet no more, 
But there is yet a happier shore ; 
And there, released from toil and pain. 
Brethren, we shall meet again. 

Now to God, the Three in One, 
Be eternal glory done ; 
Raise, ye saints, the sound again : 
Ye nations, join the loud Amen. 
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HYMN. 

In Heaven we shall be purified, so as to be able to endure the 

splendours of the Deity. 



I. 

Awake, sweet harp of Jadah, wake, 
Retune thy strings for Jesus' sake ; 
We sing the Saviour of our race. 
The Lamb, our shield, and hiding-pkce* 

11. 

When God's right arm is bared for war. 
And thunders clothe his cloudy car. 
Where, where, oh where, shall man retir*. 
To escape the horrors of his ire ? 

III. 
'Tis he, the Lamb, to him we fly. 
While the dread tempest passes by ; 
God sees his Well-beloved's face. 
And spares us in our hiding-place. 

IV. 
Thus while we dwell in this low scene, 
The Lamb is our unfailing screen ; 
To him, though guilty, still we run, 
And God still spares us for his Son. 
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V. 

While yet we sojourn here below, 
Pollutions still our hearts o'erflow; 
Fallen, abject, mean, a sentenced race, 
We deeply need a hiding^pkce. 

VI. 

Yet courage — days and years will glide, 
And we shall ky these clods aside ; 
Shall be baptiz'd in Jordan's flood. 
And wash'd in Jesus'. cleansing blood. 

VII. 

Then pure, immortal, sinless, freed, 
We through the Lamb shall be decreed ; 
Shall meet the Father face to face. 
And need no more a hiding-place. 

The last stanza of this hymn was added extemporaneously* by 
Henry, one summer evening, when he was with a few friends on the 
Trent, and singing; it as he was used to do on such pccfeiams* 
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A HYMN 



FOB FAMILY WORSHIP. 



I. 

O Lord, another day is flown, 

And we, a lonely band, 
Are met once more before thy throne, 

To bless thy fostering hand. 

IL 
And wilt thou bend a listening ear, 

To praises low as ours ? 
Thou wilt ! for Thou dost love to hear 

The song which meekness pours. 

III. 
And, Jesus, thou thy smiles will deign. 

As we before thee pray ; 
For thou didst bless the infant train, 

And we are less than they. 

IV. 
O let thy grace perform its part. 

And let contention cease ; 
And shed abroad in every heart 

Thine everlasting peace ! 
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V, 
Thus chasten'd, cleans'd, entirely thine, 

A flock by Jesus led ; 
The Sun of Holiness shall shine, 

In glory on our head. 

VI. 

And thou wilt turn our wandering feet, 
And thou wilt bless our way ; 

Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall greet 
The dawn of lasting day. 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 

I. 

When marshall'd on the nightly plain, 
The glittering host bestud the sky ; 

One star alone, of all the trail., 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 

II. 
Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks. 

From every host, from every gem : 
But one alone the Saviour speaks, 

It is the Star of Bethlehem- 
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III. 

Once on tfae raging seas I rode. 

The storm was loud, — the night m^ dark^ 
The ocean yawn'd -^ and rudely blow'd 

The wind that loss'd my foundering bark. 

IV. 
Deep horror then my vitals froze, 

Death-struck, I ceas'd the tide to stem ; 
When suddenly a star arose, 

It was the Star of Bethleh^n. 

V. 
It was my guide, my light, my all. 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 
And through the storm and dangers' thrall. 

It led me to the port of peace. 

VI. 
Now safely moor'd — my perils o'er, 

I'll sing, first in night's diadem, 
For ever and for evermore, 

The star ! — The Star of Bethlehem J 
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A HYMN. 



O LoBO) my God, in mercy turn, 
In mercy hear a sinner mourn ! 
To thee I call, to thee I cry, 

leave me, leave me not to die ! 

1 strove against thee. Lord, I know^ 

I spurn'd thy grace, I mock'd thy to» / 
The hour is past — the day's gone by. 
And I am left alone to die. 

O pleasures past, what are ye now 
But thorns about my bleeding brow ! , 
Sceptres that hover round my brain^ 
And aggravate and mock my pain. 

For pleasure I have given my soul ; 
Now, Justice, let thy thunders roll ! 
Now Vengeance smile — and with a blow, 
Lay the rebellious ingrate low. 

Yet Jesus, Jesus ! there 1*11 cling, 
I'll crowd beneath his sheltering wing ; 
ril clasp the cross, and holding there. 
Even me, oh bliss ! — his wrath may spare. 
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MELODY. 

Inserted in a Collection of Selected and Original Songs, publishftd by 
the Rev. J. Plumptre, of Clare Hall, Cambridge. 

I. 
Yes, once more that dying strain, 

Anna, touch thy lute for me ; 
Sweet, when Pity's tones complain, 

Doubly sweet is melody. 

IL 

While the Virtues thus enweave 

Mildly soft the thrilling song, 
Winter's long and lonesome eve 

Glides unfelt, imseen, along. 

III. 
Thus when life hath stolen away. 

And the wintry night is near, 
Thus shall Virtue's friendly ray 

Age's closing evening cheer. 
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SONG. — BY WALLER. 

A Lady of Cambridge lent Waller's Poems to Hemy, and when he 
returned them to her, she discovered an additional stanza written by 
him at the bottom of the Song here copied. 

Go, lovely rose ! 
Tell her, that wastes her time and me, 

That now she knows, 
When I resemble her to thee. 
How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

Tell her that's young, 
And shmis to have her graces spied, 

That hadst thou sprung 
In deserts, where no men abide, 
Thou must have unconmiended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired ; 

Bid her come forth. 
Suffer herself to be desired, 
And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die, that she 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee ; 
How small a part of time they share> 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 
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[Yet, thoiigli tliou fade, 
From thy dead leaves let fragrance rise 

And teach the Maid 
That Goodness Tune's rude hand defies ; 
Tiuit Virtue lives when Beauty dies*] 

H. K. Whiti. 



« I AM PLEAS'D, AND YET TM SAD/* 

I. 
When twilight steals along the ground, 
And all ihe bells are ringing round. 

One, two, three, four, and five, 
I at my study-window sit. 
And, wrapt in many a musing fit, 

To bliss am all alive. 

n. 

But though impressions calm and sweet 
Thrill round my heart a holy heat. 

And I am inly glad. 
The tear-drop stands in either eye, 
And yet I cannot tell thee why, 

I am pleased and yet Tm sorL 
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III. 

The silvery rack that flies away 
Like mortal life or pleasure's ray. 

Does that disturb my breast ? 
Nay, what hB,Ye I, a studious UMfi, 
To do with life's unstable pUm, 

Or pleasure's fading vest ? 

IV. 

Is it that here I must not stc^. 
But o'er yon blue hill's woody top 

Must bend my lonely way ? 
No, surely no ! for give bat me 
My own fire-side, and I shall be 

At home where'er I stray. 

V. 
Then is it that yon steeple tfaer^ 
With music sweet shall fill the air. 

When thou no more canst bear? 
Oh, no ! oh, no ! for then (ox:gmn 
I shall be with my God in Heaven, 

tleleas'd from every fear. 

VI. 

Then whence it is I cannot tell. 
But there is some mysterious spell 

That holds me when I'm^glad; 
And so the tear-drop fills my ^e, 
When yet in truth I know not why, 

Or wherefore! am sad. 
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SOLITUDE. 

It is not that my lot is low, 
That bids the silent tear to flow ; 
It is not grief that bids me moan. 
It is that I am all alone. 

In woods and glens I love to roam^ 
When the tir'd hedger hies him home; 
Or by the woodland pool to rest, 
When pale the star looks on its breast. 

Yet when the silent evening sighs, 
With hallow'd airs and symphonies. 
My spirit takes another tone. 
And sighs that it is all alone. 

The autumn leaf is sear and dead, 
It floats upon the water's bed; 
I would not be a leaf, to die 
Without recording sorrow's sigh I 

The woods and winds, with sudden wail. 
Tell all the same unvaried tale ; 
I've none to smile when I am free. 
And when I sigh, to sigh with me. 

Yet in my dreams a form I view, 
That thinks on me, and loves me too ; 
I start, and when the vision's flown. 
I weep that I am all alone. 
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If far from me the Fates remove 
Domestic peace, connubial love, 
The prattling ring, the social cheer, 
Affection's voice, affection's tear, 
Ye sterner powers, that bind the heart, 
To me your iron aid impart I 

teach me, when tiie nights are chill, 

And my fire-side is lone and still ; 
When to the blaze that crackles near, 

1 turn a tir'd and pensive ear, 

And Nature conquering bids me sigh, 
For love's soft accents whispering liigh ; 

teach me, on that heavenly road, 
That leads to Truth's occult abode, 
To wrap my soul in dreams divine, 
Till earth and care no more be mine* 
Let blest Philosophy impart 

Her soothing measures to my heart ; 
And while with Plato's ravish'd ears 

1 list the music of the spheres, 
Or on the mystic symbols pore. 
That hide the Chald's sublimer lore, 
I shall not brood on summers gone, 
Nor think that I am all alone. 
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Fanny ! upon thy breast I may not lie ! 

Fanny ! thou dost not hear me when I speak f 
Where art thou, love ? — Around I turn my eye, 

And as I turn, the tear is on my cheek. 
Was it a dream ? or did my love behold 

Indeed my lonely couch ? — « Methought the breath 
Fanned not her bloodless lip ; her eye was cold 

And hollow^ and the livery of death 
Invested her pale forehead. — Sainted maid ! 

My thoughts oft rest with thee in thy cdd grave, 

Through the long wintry night, when wind and wave 
Rock the dark house whei*e thy poor head is laid. 
Yet, hush ! my fond heart, hush ! there is a shore 

Of better promise; and I know at last, 

When the long sabbath of the tomb is past, 
We two shall meet in Christ — to part no more. 



FRAGMENTS. 



ZVl 2 



These FVagments are Henry's latest compoddons ; and were, for the 
most part, written uppn the buck of bit maAeviadcal papers, dimng 
the few moiments of the last year of his Ufe, in which he suffered 
himself to follow the impulse of his genius. 



FRAGMENTS. 



'^1 ■ ^■|"^"-^ >"'-^^' 



I. 



Saw'st thou that light ? exclaimed the youth, and paused : 

Through yon dark firs it glanced, and on the stream 

That skirts the woods it for a moment play'd. 

Agam, more light it gleam'd, — or does some sprite 

Delude mine eyes with shapes of wood ^d streams. 

And lamp far beaming through the thicket's gloom. 

As from some bosom'd cabin, where the voice 

Of revelry, or thrifty watchfulness, 

Keeps in the lights at this unwonted hour? 

No sprite deludes mine eyes^.— • th» beam now glowt 

With steady lustve. ^-« Can* it bo the moon. 

Who, hidden long by the mvidious veil 

That blots the Heavens,- now seU behind the woods ? 

No moon to-night has look'd upon the sea 

Of clouds beneath her, answered Rudiger, 

She has been sleeping with Endymion. 
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Sad vestal, why art thou so fair, 
Orwhyamlso^ail? 

Methinks thou lookjes|t kju^y ffj^ n^ Mopni 

And cheerest my lone j^ii^s wi^b sweot reg^d^ I 
Surely like me thou'rt sad, but dosi dq% ^pi^aJ^ 
Thy sadn|es$| tc> the cpld uphe^f^ding crowd ; 
So mournfully 99]ppai^'i^ q'^ YP?^^ 9]9^^ 
Thou shlnest, like a cres^, bf^^^i^g fav 
From the rude watch-to>9rer, p*er the 44w% wave. 






VI. 



O GIVE me music — for my soul doth faint ; 

I am sick of noise and qare, and now mine ear 
Longs for some air of peace, some dyjng pl^nt, 

That may the spirit frpm. its cell unspherq. 

Hark how it falls ! ^d ncny it ^te^s along^ 
Like distant bells upon the laj^e at eve, 

When all is still ; and now it grows more strongs 
As when the choral train their dirges weave. 

Mellow and many- voiced; where eveiy close, 

O'er the old minster roof, in echoing waves reflows. 
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Oh ! I am rapt aloft. My spirit soars 

Beyond the skies, and leaves the stars behind. 

Lo ! angels lead me to the happy ^ores. 
And floating paeans fin the buoyant wind. 

Farewell ! base eartli, fareweH: \ my soul is freed, 

Far from its clayey ceH it springs — 



VII. 

Ah ! who can say^ however fair his view, 
Through what sad scenes his path may lie ? 
Ah ! who can give to others' woeSvhis $igh. 

Secure his owa will niever need it too ? 

Let thoii^itle§3 youth its seaming joys pursue,, 
Soon will, they Iqaxa to span with t;ho^ghtf^l eye 
The illusive pa^t ^4 dftjrk fnttticiQ? ^ 

Spoa will. t)jey kn^vf — ? 
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VIII. 



And must thou go, and must we part ? 

Yes, Fate decrees, and I submit ; 
The pang that rends in twain my hearty 

Oh, Fanny, dost thou share in it ? 

Thy sex is fickle, — when away. 

Some happier youth may win thy — 



IX. 



SONNET. 

When I sit musing on the chequer'd past, 
(A term much darkened with untimely woes,) 
My thoughts revert to her, for whom still flows 
The tear, though half disown'd ; — ^ and binding fast 
Pride's stubborn cheat to my too yielding heart, 
I say to her, she robb'd me of my rest. 
When that was all my wealth. — 'Tis true my breast 
Received from her this wear3dng, lingering smart, 
Yet, ah ! I cannot bid her form depart ; 

Though wrong'd, I love her — yet in anger love. 
For she was most unworthy. — Then I prove 
"Vindictive joy ; and on my stem front gleams, 
Thron'd in dark clouds, inflexible * • • 
The native pride of my much injured heart. 
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X. 

When high romance o'er every wood and stream 

Dark lustre shed, ^)y in&nt mind to fire, 
Spell-struck, and fiU'd with many a wondering dreamj 

First in the groves I woke the pensive lyre. 
All there was mystery then, the gust that woke 

The midnight echo with a spirit's dirge^ 
And unseen fairies would the moon invoke, 

To their light morrice by the restless surge. 
Kow to my sober'd thought with life's false smiles^ 

Too much * * 
The vagrant Fancy spreads no more her wiles. 

And dark forebodings now my bosom fill. 
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Hush'd is the lyre — the hand that swept 
The low and pensive wires, 
Robb'd of its cunnings from the task retires. 

Yes ' — it is still — the lyre is still ; 

The spirit which its slumbers broke 

Hath pass'd away, — and that weak hand that woke 
Its forest melodies^ hath lost its skill. 
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Yet I would press you to my lips once more^ 
Ye wild, ye withering flowers of poesy; 

Yet would I drink the fragrance which ye pour^ 
Mix'd with deeayu^ edoars : fcnr taine 

Ye have beguil'd tlie hours of mfimfl^ 
As m the wcx)d-patfasof my imthre — 
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Once more, and yet once more, 

I give unto my harp a dark-woven lay ; 
I heard the waters roar, 

I heard the flood of ages pass away. 
O thou, stem spirit^ who dost dwell 

In thine eternal cell, 
Noting, grey chronicler ! the silent years ; 

I saw thee rise, — I saw the scroll complete. 

Thou spakest, and at thy feet 
The uQivorse g^v9 way. 



TIME, 



A POEH. 



Thu poem was b^gun either during the publication of Cliftoii Grove, 
or shortly afterwards. Henry* nevet laid aside the intention of 
completing it> and some of the detached parts were among his latest 
productions. 




TIME, 



A POEM. 



Genius of musings, who, the midnight hout 
Wasting in woods or haunted forests wild. 
Dost watch Orion in his arctic tower, 
Thy dark eye fix'd as in some holy trance ; 
Or when the volle/d lightnings cleave the air. 
And Ruin gaunt bestrides the winged storm, 
Sitt'st in some lonely watch-tower, where thy lamp, 
Faint-blazing, strikes the fisher's eye from far, 
And, *mid the howl of elements, unmov'd 
Dost ponder on the awful scene, and trace 
The vast effict to its superior source, — 
Spirit, attend my lowly benison ! 
For now I strike to themes of import high 
The solitary lyre ; and, borne by thee 
Above this narrow cell, I celebrate 
The mysteries of Time ! 
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Him who, august. 
Was ere these worlds were fashioned^ — ere the sun 
Sprang from the east, or Lucifer display'd 
His glowing cresset in the arch of morn, 
Or Vesper gilded the serener eve. 
Yea, He had been for an eternity ! 
Had swept unvarying from eternity ! 
The harp of desolation — ere his tones, 
At God's command, assum'd a milder strain, 
And startled on his watch, in the vast deep, 
Chaos's sluggish sentry, and evok'd 
' Fromihe dark void the smiling universe. 

Chain'd to the grovelling frailties of the flesh. 

Mere mortal man, unpurged from earthly dross, 

Canno^ survey, with fix'd and steady eye, 

The dim uncertain gulf, which now the muse. 

Adventurous, would explore ; — but dizzy grown, 

He topples down the abyss. — If he would scan 

The fearful chasm, and catch a transient glimpse 

Of its unfathomable depths, that so 

His mind may turn with double joy to God, 

His only certainty bs\A resting place ; 

He must put off awhile this mortal vest. 

And learn to follow, without giddiness. 

To heights where all is vision, andf surprise, 

And vague conjecture^ — He must waste by night 

The studious taper, far from all resort 

Of crowds and folly, in some still retreat ; 

High on the beetling promontory's crest, 

21 
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Or in the caves of the vast wilderness, 

Where, compassed round with Nature's wildest shapes, 

He may be driven to centre all his thoughts 

In the great Architect, who lives confest 

In rocks, and seas, and solitary wastes. 

.So has divine Philosophy, with voice 
Mild as the murmurs of the moonlight wave, 
Tntor'd the heart of him, who now awakes, 
Touching the chords of solemn minstrelsy, 
His faint, neglected song — intend to snatch 
Some vagrant blossom from the dangerous steep 
Of poesy, a bloom of such an hue. 
So sober, as may not unseemly suit 
With Truth's severer brow ; and one withal 
So hardy as shall brave the passing wind 
Of many winters, — rearing its meek head 
In loveliness, when he who gather'd it 
Is numbered with the generations gone. 
Yet not to me hath God's good providence 
Given studious leisure*, or unbroken thought, 
Such as he owns, — a meditative man, 
Who from the blush of mom to quiet eve 
Ponders, or turns the page of wisdom o'er. 
Far from the busy crowd's tumultuous din : 
From noise and wrangling far, and undisturb'd 
With Mirth's unholy shouts. For me the day 



* The author was then in an attornej^s office. 
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Hatk duties which require the vigorous hand 

Of stedfast application, but which leave 

No deep improving trace upon the mind. 

But be the day another's ; — let it pass ! 

The night's my own — They cannot steal my night ! 

When evening lights her folding-star on high, 

I live and breathe, and in the sacred hours 

Of quiet and repose, my spirit flies. 

Free as the morning, o'er the realms of space, 

And mounts the skies, and imps her wing for heaven. 

Hence do I love the sober-suited «iaid ; 

Hence Night's my friend, my mistress, acad my theme, 

And she shall aid me now to magnify 

The night of ages, — rum when the pale ray 

Of star-light penetrates the studious gloom. 

And, at my window seated, while mankind 

Are lock'd in sleep, I feel the freshening breeze 

Of stillness blow, while, in her saddest stole. 

Thought, like a wakdiil vestal at her shiine. 

Assumes her wonted «way« 

Behold the world 
Rests, and her tir'd inhabitants have paus'd 
From trouble and turmoil. The widow now 
Has ceas'd to weep, and her twin-oiphans lie 
Lock'd in eaich arin, partakers' of her rest. 
The man of sorrow has forgot his woes ; 
The outcast that his head is shelterless, 
His griefs unshar'd. — The mother tends no more 
Her daughter's dying slumbers, but, surprised 
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With heaviness, and sunk upon her couch. 
Dreams of her bridals. Even the hectic, lull'd 

On Death's lean arm to rest, in visions wrapt, 

Crowning with Hope's bland wreath his shuddering nbrse. 

Poor victim ! smiles. ->- Silence and deep repose 

Reign o'er the nations ; and the waroing voice 

CM* Nature utters audibly within 

The general moral ; r-r^ tells us that repose. 

Deathlike as this, but of &r longer spsm. 

Is coming on us — that the weary crowds, 

Who now enjoy a temporary calm, 

Shall soon taate lasting quiet, wrapt around 

With grave-clothes : and their aching restless heads 

Mouldering in holes and corners unobserv'd, 

Till the last trump shall break their sullen deep. 

Who needs a teacher to admonish him 

That flesh is grass, that earthly things are mist ? 

What are our joys but dreams ? and what our hopes 

But goodly shadows in the summer doud ? 

There's not a wind that blows but bears with it 

Some rainbow pi onuse : -*— Not a moment flies 

But puts its sickle in the fields of life. 

And mows its thousands, with their joys and cares. 

'Tis but as yesterday since on yon stars. 

Which now I view, the Chaldee shepherd * gazed, 

In his mid-watch observant, and dispos'd 



* Alluding to the first astronomical obfienrations made by the Chal- 
dean shepherds. 
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The twinkling hosts as fancy gave them shape. 
Yet in the interim what mighty shocks 
Have buiFeted mankind — whole nations raz'd — 
Cities made desolate, — the polish'd sunk 
To barbarisji), and once barbaric states 
Swaying the wand of science and of arts,- 
Illustrious deeds and memorable names 
Blotted from record, and upon the tongue 
Of grey Tradition, voluble no more. 

Where are the heroes of the ages past ? 

Where the brave chieftains^ where the mighty ones 

Who flourished m the infancy of days ? 

All to the grave gone down. On their fallen fame 

Exultant, mocking at the pride of man. 

Sits grim Forgetfulness. — The warrior's arm 

Lies nerveless on the pillow of its shame ; 

Hush'd is his stormy voice, and quench'd the blaze 

Of his red eye-ball. — Yesterday his name 

Was mighty on the earth — To-day — 'tis what ? 

The meteor of the night of distant years. 

That flash'd unnoticed, save by wrinkled eld. 

Musing at midnight upon prophecies. 

Who at her lonely lattice saw the gleam 

Point to the mist-pois'd shroud, then quietly 

Clos'd her pale lips, and lock'd the secret up 

Safe in the charneFs treasures. 

O how weak 
Is mortal man ! how trifling — how confined 
His scope of vision ! Puffed with confidence. 
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His phrase gi'ows big with immortality, 

And he, poor insect of a summer's day ! 

Dreams of eternal honours to his name ; 

Of endless glory and perennial bays. 

He idly reasons of eternity, 

As of the ti'ain of ages, — when, alas ! 

Ten thousand thousand of his centuries 

Are, in comparison, a little point 

Too trivial for accompt. ■ O, it is strange, 

'Tis passing strange, to mark his fallacies ; 

Behold him proudly view some pompous pile. 

Whose high dome swells to emulate the skies. 

And smile, and say. My name shall live with this 

Till Time shall be no more ; while at his feet. 

Yea, at his very feet, the crumbling dust 

Of the fallen fabric of the other day 

Preaches the solemn lesson. He should know 

That time must conquer ; that the loudest blast 

That ever fill'd Renown's obstreperous trump 

Fades in the lapse of ages, and expires. 

Who lies inhumed in the terrific gloom 

Of the gigantic pyramid ? or who 

Rear'd its huge walls ? Oblivion laughs, and says. 

The prey is mine. — They sleep, and never more 

Their names shall strike upon the ear of man, 

Their memory burst its fetters. 

Where is Borne ? 

She lives but in the tale of other times ; 

Her proud pavilions are the hermit's home. 

And her long colonnades, her public walks, 
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Now faintly echo to the pilgrim's feet, 
Who comes to muse in solitude, and trace, 
Through the rank moss reveal'd, her honoured dust 
But not to Rome alone has fate confin'd 
The doom of ruin ; cities numberless, 
Tyre, Sidon, Carthage Babylon, and Troy, 
And rich Phcenicia — they are bidtted out, 
Half-razed from memory, and their very name 
And being in dispute. — Has Athene fallen ? 
Is polish'd Greece become the savage seat 
Of ignorance and sk>di ? and shall we dare 



And empire seeks another hemiq^ere. 

Where now is Britain ? -^ Where her laurell'd names, 

Her palaces arid halls ? Dash'd in the diist. 

Some second Vandal hath i^uced her pride. 

And with one big recoil hath thrown her back 

To primitive barbarity. " ■'■ Again, 

Through her depopulated vales, the scream 

Of bloody Superstition hollow rings. 

And the scaired native to die tempest howls 

The yell of d^l^t'ecatiola. 0*er her marts, 

Her crowded poii;]?, broods Silence ; and the cry 

Of the low curlew, and the pensive dash 

Of distant bUldWs, blreaks alone the void. 

Even as the savage sits upon the storne 

That marks where stood her capit?dls, and hears 

The bittern booming in the Weeds, he ishrinks 

16 
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From the dismaying solitude. — Her bards ' 
Sing in a language th^t hath perished ; 
And their wild harps^ suspended o'er theif graves, 
Sigh to the desert winds a dying strain^ 

Meanwhile the Arts, in second infancy, 

Rise in some distant clime, and then, perchance, 

Some bold adventurer, fill'd with golden dreams, 

Steering his bark tlirough trackless solitudes, 

Whercj, to his wanderuig thoughts, no daring prow 

Hath ever plough'd before, — espies the clifi 

Of fallen Albion. — To the land unknown 

He journeys joyful ; and perhaps descries 

Some vestige of her ancient stateliness : 

Then he, with vain conjecture, fills his mind ^ 

Of the unheard-of race, which had arriv'd 

At science in that solitary nook, 

Far from the civil world ; and sagely sighs, 

And moralizes on the state of man. 

Still on its march, unnoticed and unfelt, 
Moves on our being. We do live and breathe. 
And we are gone. The spoiler heeds us not. 
We have our spring-time and our rottenness ; 
And as we fall, another race succeeds. 
To perish likewise. — Meanwhile Nature smiles ■ — 
The seasons run their round — The Sun fulfils 
His annual course — and Heaven and earth remain 
Still changing, yet unchang'd — still doomed to feel 
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Endless mutation in perpetual rest. 

Where are conceaUd the days which have elaps'd ? 

Hid in the mighty cavern of the past^ 

They rise upon us only to appal, 

By indistinct and half-glimps'd images, 

Misty, gigantic, huge, obscure, remote. 

Oh, it is fearful, on the midnight couch, 

When the rude rushing winds forget to rave, 

And the pale moon, that through the casement high 

Surveys the sleepless muser, stamps the hour 

Of utter silence, it is fearful then 

To steer the mind, in deadly solitude. 

Up the vague stream of probability; 

To wind the mighty secrets of the past, 

And turn the key of Time ? — Oh ! who can strive 

To comprehend the vast, the awful truth, 

Of the eternity that hath gone by, 

And not recoil from the dismaying sense 

Of human impotence ? The life of man 

Is summ'd in birth-days and in sepulchi*es : 

But the Eternal God had no beginning; 

He hath no end. Time had been with him 

For everlasting, ere the daedal world 

Rose from the gulf in loveliness. — - Like him 

It knew no source, like him 'twas uncreate. 

What is it then ? The past Eternity ! 

We comprehend Sijuture without end ; 

We feel it possible that even yon sun 
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May roll for ever : but we shrink amaz'd — *• 
We stand aghast, when we reflect that Time 
Knew no commencement ; — that heap age on age^ 
And million upon million, without end, 
And we shall never span the void of days 
That were, and are not but in retrospect. 
The Past is an unfathomable depth. 
Beyond the span of thought; 'tis an elapse 
Which hath no mensuration,. but hath been 
For ever and for ever. 

Change of days 
To us is sensible ; and each revolve 
Of the recording sun conducts us on 
Further in life, and nearer to our goaL 
Not so with Time, — mysterious chronicler, 
He knoweth not mutation ; — centuries 
Are to his being as a day, and days 
As centuries. — Time past, and Time to come, 
Are always equal ; when the world began 

God had existed from eternity. 

# * * * 

, Now look on man 

Myriads of ages hence. ^-* Hath time elapsed ? 
Is he not standing in the self- same place 
Where once we stood ? — The same eternity 
Hath gone before him, and is yet to come ; 
His jpast is not of longer span than ours. 
Though myriads of ages intervened ; 
For who can add to what has neither sum. 
Nor bound, nor source, nor estimate, nor end? 
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Oh, who can compass the Almiglity mind ? 

Who can unlock the secrets of the High ? 

In speculations of an altitude 

Sublime as this, our reason stands confest 

Foolish, and insignificant, and mean. 

Who can apply the futile argument 

Of finite beings to infinity ? 

He might as well congress the universe 

Into the hollow compass of a gourd, 

Scoop'd out by human art ; or bid the whale 

Drink up the sea it swims in ! — Can the less 

Contain the greater ? or the dark obscure 

Infold the glories of meridian day ? 

What does Philosophy impart to man 

But undiscovered wonders ? — Let her soar 

Even to her proudest heights — to where she caught 

The soul of Newton and of Socrates, 

She but extends the scope of wild amaze 

And admiration. All her lessons end 

In wider views of God's unfathom'd depths. . 

Lo ! the unlettered hind, who never knew 
To raise his mind excursive to the heights 
Of abstract contemplaticHi, as he sits 
On the green hillock by the hedge-row side, 
What time the insect swarms are murmuring, 
And marks, in silent thought, the broken clouds 
That fringe with loveliest hues the evening sky, 
Feels in his soul the hand of Nature rouse 
The thrill of gratitude, to him who form'd 
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The goodly prospect ; he beholds the JGrocI 

Thron'd in the west, and his reposing ear 

Hears sounds angelic in the fitful breeze 

That floats through neighbouring copse or fairy brake. 

Or lingers playful on the haunted stream. 

Go with the cotter to his winter fire, 

Where o*er the moors the loud blast whistles shrill, 

And the hoarse ban-dog bays the icy moon ; 

Mark with what awe he lists the wild uproar. 

Silent, and big with thought ; and hear him bless 

The God that rides on the tempestuous clouds 

For his snug hearth, and all his little joys :. 

Hear him compare his happier lot with his 

Who bends his way across the wintry wolds, 

A poor night-traveller, while the dismal snow 

Beats in his face, and, dubious of his path. 

He stops, and thinks, in every lengthening blasts 

He hears some village-masti£P's distant howl. 

And sees, far streaming, some lone cottage light ; 

Theuy undeceiv'd, upturns hijj( streaming eyes, 

And clasps his shivering hands ; or^ overpowered. 

Sinks on the frozen ground, weigh'd down with sleep. 

From which the hapless wretch shall never wake. 

Thus the poor rustic warms his heart with praise 

And glowing gratitude, — he turns to bless, 

With honest warmth, his Maker and his God 1 

And shall it e'er be said, that a poor hind, 

Nurs'd in the lap of Ignorance, and bred 

In want and labour, glows with nobler zeal 

To laud his Maker's attributes, while he 
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Whom starry Science in her cradle 'rotk'd, 

And Castaly enchasten'd with its dews, 

Closes his eyes upon the holy word, 

And, blind to all but arrogance and pride. 

Dares to declare his infidelity. 

And openly contemn the Lord of Hosts ? 

What is philosophy, if it impart 

Irreverence for the Deity, or teach 

A mortal man to set his judgment up 

Against his Maker's will ? — The Polygar, 

Who kneels to sun or moon, compai'^d with him 

Who thus perverts the talents he enjoys, 

Is the most bless'd of men ! — Oh ! I would walk 

A weary journey, to the furthest verge 

Of the big world, to kiss that good man's hand, 

Who, in the blaze of wisdom and of art. 

Preserves a lowly mind ; and to his God, 

Feeling the sense of his own littleness. 

Is as a child in meek simplicity ! 

What is the pomp of learning ? the parade 

Of letters and of tongues ? E'en as the mists 

Of the grey morn before the rising sun, ^ 

That pass away and perish. 

Earthly things 
Are but the transient pageants of an hour ; 
And earthly pride is like the passing flower, 
That springs to fall, and blossoms but to die. 
'Tb as the tower erected on a cloud, 
Baseless and silly as the school-boy's dream. 
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Ages and epochs that destroy our pride, 

And then record its down&ll, what are they 

But the poor creatures of man's teeming brain ? 

Hath Heaven its ages ? or doth Heaven preserve 

Its stated aeras ? Doth the Omnipotent 

Hear of to-morrows or of yesterdays ? 

There is to God nor future nor a past ; 

Thron'd in his might, all times to him are present ; 

He hath no lapse, no past, no time to come ; 

He sees before him one eternal ncm. 

Time moveth not ! — our being 'tis that moves : 

And we, swift gliding down life's rapid stream, 

Dream of swift ages and revolving years, 

Ordain'd to chronicle our passing days ; 

So the young sailor in the gallant bark 

Scudding before the wind, beholds the coast 

Receding from his eyes, and thinks the while. 

Struck with amaze, that he is motionless. 

And that the land is sailing. 

Such, alas ! 
Are the illusions of this Proteus life ; 
All, all is false : through every phasis still 
'Tis shadowy and deceitful. It assumes 
The semblanc es of things and specious shapes ; 
But the lost traveller might as soon rely 
On the evasive spirit of the marsh, 
Whose lantern beams, and vanishes, and flits. 
O'er bog, and rock, and pit, and hollow way, 
As we on its appearances. 

On earth 
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There is nor certainty nar stable liope. 

As well the weary mariner, whose bark 

Is toss'd beyond Cimmerian Bosphorus, 

Where Storm and Daiicness hold their drear domain, 

And sunbeams never penetrate, might trust 

To expectation of serener skies, 

And linger in the very jaws of deatii. 

Because some peevish cloud were opening, 

Or the loud storm had bated in its rage ; 

As we look forward in this vale of tears 

To permanent delight — from some slight glimpse 

Of shadowy imsubstantial happiness. 

The good man's hope is laid &r, far beyond 
The sway of tempests, or die furious sweep 
Of mortal desolation. — He beholds. 
Unapprehensive, the gigantic stride 
Of rampant Ruin, or the unstaible waves 
Of dark Vicissitude. — Even in death, 
In that dread hour, when with a giant pang. 
Tearing the tender fibres oC the heart. 
The immortal spirit struggles to be free. 
Then, even then, that hope forsakes him not, 
For it exists beyond the narrow verge 
Of the cold sepulchre. — The petty joys 
Of fleeting life indignantly it spurn'd. 
And rested on the bosom of its God. 
This is man's only reasonable hope ; 
And 'tis a hope which, cherish'd in the breast. 
Shall not be disappointed. — Even He, 
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The Holy One — Almighty — who elanced 

The rolling world along its airy way, 

Even He will deign to smile upon the good, 

And welcome him to these celestial seats, 

Where joy and gladness bold their changeless rei^^ 

Thou, proud man, look upon yon starry vault. 

Survey the countless gems which richly stud 

The Night's imperial chariot ; -— telescopes 

Will show. thee myriads more inmimeraus 

Than the sea-sand ; — - each of those little lamps 

Is the great source of light, the central sun 

Round which some other mighty sisterlKX)d 

Of planets travel, every planet stod^'d 

With living beings iuapotent as thee. 

Now, proud man ! now, where is thy greatness fled ? 

What art thou in the scale of universe? 

Less, less than nothing ! — Yet of thee the God 

Who built this wondrous firame of woi4ds is careful, 

As well as of the mendicant who begs 

The leavings of tby table. And sfaak thou 

Lift up thy thankless spirit, and contemn 

His heavenly providence ? Deluded fool. 

Even now the thunderbolt is wing'd with death, 

Even now thou totterest on the brink of hell. 

How insignificant is mortal inan. 
Bound to the hasty pinions of an hour ; 
How poor, how trivial in the vast conceit 
Of infinite duration, boundless space ! 
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God of the universe ! Almighty one ! 

Thou who dost walk upon the winged winds^ 

Or with the storm thy rugged charioteer, 

Swift and impetuous as the northern blast, 

Ridest from pole to pole ; Thou who dost hold 

The forked lightnings in thine awful grasp, 

And reinest-in the earthquake, when thy wrath 

Goes down towards erring man, I would address 

To Thee my parting paean ; for of Thee, 

Great beyond comprehension, who thyself 

Art Time and Space, sublime Infinitude, 

Of Thee has been my song — With awe I kneel 

Trembling before the footstool of thy state. 

My God ! my Father ! — I will sing to Thee 

A hymn of laud, a solemn canticle. 

Ere on the cypress wreath, which overshades 

The throne of Death, I hang my mournful lyre, 

And give its wild strings to the desert gale. 

Rise, Son of Salem ! rise, and join the strain. 

Sweep to accordant tones thy tuneful harp. 

And leaving vain laments, arouse thy soul 

To exultation. Sing hosanna, sing, 

And hallelujah, for the Lord is great 

And full of mercy ! He has thought of man ; 

Yea, compass'd round with countless worlds, has thought 

Of we poor worms, that batten in the dews 

Of mom, and perish ere the noon-day sun. 

Sing to the Lord, for he is merciful : 

He gave the Nubian lion but to live, 

To rage its hour, and perish ; but on man 

13 
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He lavish'd immortality, and Heaven. 

The eagle falls from her aerial tower, 

And mingles with irrevocable dust : 

But man from death springs joyful. 

Springs up to life and to eternity. 

Oh that, insensate of the -fevouring boon. 

The great exclusive privilege bestow'd * 

On us unworthy trifles, men should dare 

To treat with slight regard the profier'd Heaven, 

And urge the lenient, but All^Just, to swear 

In wrath, " They sh^ not enter in. my rest." 

Might I address the Supplicative strain. 

To thy high footstool, I would pray that thou 

Would'st pity the deluded wanderers. 

And fold them, ere they perish, in thy flock. 

Yea, I would bid thee pity them, through Him, 

Thy well-belov'd, who, upon the cross. 

Bled a dead sacrifice for human sin, 

And paid, with bitter agony, tlie debt 

Of primitive transgression. 

Oh ! I shrink. 
My very soul doth shrink, when I reflect 
That the time hastens, when in vengeance cloth'd, 
Thou shalt come down to stamp the seal of fate 
On erring mortal man« Thy chariot wheels 
Then shall rebound to earth's remotest caves. 
And stormy ocean from his bed shall start 
At the appalling summons. Oh ! how dread. 
On the dark eye of miserable man, 
Chasing his sins in secrecy and gloom, 
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Will burst the efFuIgence of the opening Heaven ; 

When to the brazen trumpet's deafening roar, 

Thou and thy dazzling cohorts shall descend, 

Proclaiming the fulfilment of the word ! 

The dead shall start astonish'd from their sleep ! 

The sepulchres shall groan and yield their prey, 

The bellowing floods shall disembogue their charge 

Of human victims. — From the farthest nook 

Of the wide world shall troop their risen souls, 

From him whose bones are bleaching in the waste 

Of polar solitudes, or him whose corpse, 

Whelm'd in the loud Atlantic's vexed tides. 

Is washed on some Carribean prominence, 

To the lone tenant of some secret cell 

In the Pacific's vast * * * realm, 

Where never plummet's sound was heard to part 

The wilderness of water; they shall come 

To greet the solemn advent of the Judge. 

Thou first shall summon the elected saints 

To their apportion'd Heaven ! and thy Son, 

At thy right hand, shall smile with conscious joy 

On all his past distresses, when for them 

He bore humanitjr's severest pangs. 

Then shalt thou seizei the avenging scymitar. 

And, with a roar as loud and horrible 

As the.stiern earthquake's monitory voice. 

The wicked shall be driven to their abode, 

Down the immitigable gulf, to wail 

And gnash their teeth in endless agony. 
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lle^ thou aloft thy standard. — Spirit, rear 

Thy flag on high ! — Invincible, and throned 

In unparticipated might Behold 

Earth's proudest boasts, beneath thy silent sway, 

Sweep headlong to destruction, thou the while, 

Unmov'd and heedless, thou dost hear the rush 

Of mighty generations, as they pass 

To the broad^gulf of ruin, and dost stamp 

Thy signet on them, and they rise no more. 

Who shall contend with Time — unvanquish'd Time, 

The conqueror of conquerors, and lord 

Of desolation ? — Lo ! the shadows fly. 

The hours and days, and years and centuries. 

They fly, they fly, and nations rise and fall. 

The young are old, the old are in their graves. 

Heard'st thou that shout ? It rent the vaulted skies ; 

It was the voice of people, — mighty crowds, — 

Again ! 'tis hush'd — Time speaks, and all is hush'd ; 

In the vast multitude now reigns alone 

Unruffled solitude. They all are still ; 

All — yea, the whole — the incalculable mass. 

Still as the ground that clasps their cold remains. 

Rear thou aloft thy standard. — Spirit, rear 
Thy flag on high ! and glory in thy strength. 
But do thou know the season yet shall come. 
When fi'om its base thine adamantine throne 
Shall tumble ; when thine arm shall cease to strike, 
Thy voice forget its petrifying power ; 

When saints shall shout, and Time shall be no more* 
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Yea, he doth come — the mighty champion comes, 

Whose potent spear shall give tliee thy death-wound, 

Shall crush the conqueror of conquerors. 

And desolate stern Desolation's lord. 

Lo ! where he cometh I' the Messiah comes ! 

The King ! the Comforter ! the Christ ! — He comes 

To burst the bonds of death, and overturn 

The power of Time. — Hark ! the trumpet's blast 

Rings o'er the heavens ! — They rise, the myriads rise — • 

Even from their graves they spring, and burst the chains 

Of torpor — He has ransom'd them, ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Forgotten generations live again. 
Assume the bodily shapes they own'd of old, 
Beyond the flood : — the righteous of their times 
Embrace and weep, they weep the tears of joy. 
The sainted mother wakes, and in her lap 
Clasps her dear babe, the partner of her grave, 
And heritor with her of Heaven, — a flower 
Wash'd by the blood of Jesus from the stain 
Of native guilt, even in its early bud. 
And, hark ! those strains, how solemnly serene 
They fall, as from the skies — at distance fall — 
Again more loud — The hallelujah's swell ; 
The newly-risen catch the joyful sound ; 
They glow, they burn ; and now with one accord 
Bursts forth sublime from every mouth the song 
Of praise to God on high, and to the Lamb 
Who bled for mortals. 
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Yet there is peace for man. — Yea, there is peace 

Even in this noisy, this unsettled scene ; 

When from the crowd, and from the city far, 

Haply he may be set (in his late walk 

O'ertaken with deep thought) beneath the boughs 

Of honeysuckle, when the sun is gone. 

And with fixt eye, and wistful, he surveys 

The solenm shadows of the Heavens sail. 

And thinks the season yet shall come, when Time 

Will waft him to repose, to deep repose, 

Far from the unquietness of life — from noise 

And tumult far — beyond the flying clouds. 

Beyond the stars, and all this passing scene. 

Where change shall cease, and time shall be no more. 
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THE CHRISTIAD, 



A DIVINE POEM. 
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This was the work which Henry had most at heart. His riper judg- 
ment would probably have perceived that the subject was ill chosen. 
What is said so well in the Censura LUeraria of all Scriptural sub- 
jects for narrative poetry, applies peculiarly to this. ** Any thing 
taken from it, leaves the story imperfect ; any thing added to it, dis- 
gusts and almost shocks us as unpious. As Omar said of the Alex- 
andrian Library, we may say of such writings ; if they contain only 
what is in the Scriptures, they are superfluous ; if what is not in them, 
they are false." — It may be added, that the mixture of mythology 
makes truth itself appear fabulous. 

There is great power in the execution of this fragment. — In editing 
these remains, I have, with that decorum which it is to be wished 
all editors would observe, abstained from informing the reader what 
he is to admire and what he is not ; but I cannot refrain from say- 
ing that the two last stanzas greatly affected me, when I discovered 
them written on the leaf of a different book, and apparently long 
af^er the first canto ; and greatly shall I be mistaken if they do not 
affect the reader also. 



THE CHRISTIAD, 



A DIVINE POEM. 



BOOK I. 



1 SING the Cross ! — Ye white^rob'd angel choirs 
Who know the chords of harmony to sweep, 
Ye who o'er holy David's varying wires 
Were wont of old your hovering watch to keep, 
Oh, now descend land. with, y(>ur harpings deep, 
Pouring subUme the. fiiU syn^phonious stream ' 

Of music, such as soothes the saint's last sleep, 
Awake my slumbering spirit . from its dream, 
And teach me how tp eiuik the high mysterious theme. 



202 



II. 



Mourn ! Salem, mourn ! low lies thine humbled state. 
Thy glittering &nes are levell'd with the ground ! 

Fallen is thy pride ! — Thine halls are desolate ! 
Where erst was heard the timbrel's sprightly sound, 
And frolic pleasures tripp'd the nightly round, 

There breeds the wild fox lonely, — and aghast 
Stands the mute pilgrim at the void profound, 

Unbroke by noise,' save when the hurrying blast 
Sighs, like a spirit, deep along the cheerless waste. 



III. 



It is for this, proud Solyma ! thy towers 
Lie crumbling in the dust ; for this forlorn 

Thy genius wails along thy desert bowers. 

While stem Destruction laughs, as if in scorn. 
That thou didst dare insult God's eldest born : 

And, with most bitter persecuting ire, 
Pursued his footsteps till the last day-dawn 

Rose on his fortunes — and thou saVst the fire 
That came to light the world, in one great flash expire. 
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IV. 



Oh ! for a pencil dipt in living light. 
To paint the agonies that Jesus bore ! 

Oh ! for the long-lost harp of Jesse's might, 

To hymn the Saviour's praise from shore to shore , 
While seraph hosts the lofty psean pour, 

And Heaven enraptur'd lists the loud acclaim ! 
May a frail mortal dare the theme explore ? 

May he to human ears his weak song frame ? 
Oh ! may he dare to sing Messiah's glorious name ? 



V. 



Spirits of pity ! mild crusaders, come ! 

Buoyant on clouds around your minstrel float, 
And give him eloquence who else were dumb, 

And raise to feeling and to fire his note ! 

And thou, Urania ! who dost still devote 
Thy nights and days to God's eternal shrine. 

Whose mild eye's lumin'd what Isaiah wrote, 
Throw o*er thy Bard that solemn stole of thine^ 
And clothe him for the fight with energy divine. 
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VI. 



When from the temple's lofty summit prone, 
Satan o'ercome, fell down; and 'throned there, 

The son of God confest, in splendour shone ; 
Swift as the glancing sunbeam cuts the air, 

Mad with defeat, and yelling his despair, 

• . . ■ «p • •■ « ■ # 

Fled the stem kin^ of Hell — and with the glare 
Of gliding meteors, ominous and red. 
Shot athwart the douds that gathered round his head. 



vn. 



Right o'er the Euxine, and that gulf which late 

The rudie Massagetse ador'd, he bent 
His northering course, while round, in dusky state. 
The assembling fiends ^eir summon'd troops augment, 
Cloth'd in dark mists, upon their way they went. 
While, as they pass'd to regi<ms niore severe. 

The Lapland 8<rrcerer sweli'd with loud lament 
The solitary gale, and, fill'd with fear. 
The howling dogs bespbkef unholy spirits near. 

21 
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VIII. 

Where the North Pole, in moody solitude, 
Spreads her huge tracks and frozen wastes around, 

« 

There ice-rocks pil'd aloft, in order rude. 
Form a gigantic hall, where never sound 
Startled dull Silence' ear, save when profound 

The smoak-frost mutter'd : there drear Cold for aye 
Thrones him, — and, fix'd on his primaeval mound, 

Ruin, the giant, sits ; while stem Dismay 
Stalks like some woe-struck man along the desert way. 



IX. 



In that drear spot, grim Desolation^s lair, 
No sweet remain of life encheers the sight; 

The dancing heart's blood in an instant there 

Would freeze to marble. — Mingling day and night 
(Sweet interchange, which makes our labours light,) 

Are there unknown ; while in the summer skies 
The sun rolls ceaseless round his heavenly height. 

Nor ever sets till from the scene he flies. 
And leaves the long bleak night of half the year to rise. 



206 



\ 



X. 



•Twas there, yet shuddering from the burning lake, 

Satan had fix'd their next consistory. 
When parting last he fondly hop'd to shake 

Messiah's constancy, — and thus to free 

The powers of darkness from the dread decree 

Of bondage brought by him, and circumvent 
The unerring ways of Him whose eye can see 

The womb of Time, and, in its embryo pent, 
Discern the colours clear of every dark event. 



XI. 



Here the stem monarch stay'd his rapid flight, 

And his thick hosts, as with a jetty pall, 
Hovering obscur'd the north star's peaceful light. 

Waiting on wing their haughty chieftain's call. 

He, meanwhile, downward, with a sullen fall, 
Dropt on the echoing ice. Instant the sound 

Of their broad vans was hush'd, and o'er the hall, 

Vast and obscure, the gloomy cohorts bound, 

Till, wedged in ranks, the seat of Satan they surround. 

20 
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XII. 

High on a solium of the solid wave, 

Prankt with rude shapes by the fentastic frost, 

He stood in silence ; — now keen thoughts engrave 
Dark figures on his front ; and, tempest-tost, 
He femurs to say that every hope is lost. 

Meanwhile the multitude as death are mute : 
So, ere the tempest on Malacca's coast. 

Sweet Quiet, gently touching her soft lute, 
Sings to the whispering waves the prelude to dispute. 



XIII. 

At length collected, o'er the dark Divan 

The arch-fiend glanced, as by the Boreal blaz^ 

Thdr downcast brows were s^en, and thus began 
His fierce harangue : — " Spirits ! our better days 
Are now elaps'd ; Moloch and Belial's praise 

Shall sound no more in groves by myriads trod. 

Lo ! the light breaks ! -—The astonished nations gaze ! 

For us is lifted high the avenging rod ! 
For, spirits, this is He, — this is the Son of God }" 
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XIV. 

What then ! — shall Satan's spirit crouch to fear ? 

Shall he who shook the pillars of God's reign 
"Drop from his unnerv'd arm the hostile spear ? 

Madness ! The very thought would make me &in 

To tear the spanglets from yon gaudy plain, 
And hurl than at their Maker ! — Fix'd as fiite 

I am his Foe I — Yea, though his pride should deign 
To soothe mine ire with half his regal state, 
Still would I bum with fixt, unalterable hate. 



XV. 



Now hear the issue of my curst emprize, 
When from our last sad synod I took flight, 

Buoy'd with &lse hopes^ in some deep-laid disguise, 
To tempt this vaunted Holy One to write 
His own self^sondemnation ; — in the plight 

Of aged man in the lone wilderness, 

Gathering a few stray sticks, I met his sight. 

And, leaning on my staff, seem'd much to guess 
What cause could mortal bring to that forlorn recess. 
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XVI. 

Then thus in homely' guise I featly iram'd 

My lowly speech : — << Good Sir, what leads this way 
^ Your wandering steps ? Must hapless chance be blam*d 
2^** That you so fiur from haunt of mortals stray ? 

** Here have I dwelt for many a lingering day, 
'^ Nor trace of man have seen ; but how ! methought 

** Thou wert the youth on whom God's holy ray 
*^ I saw descend in Jordan, when John taught 
** That he to fallen man the saving promise brought'' 



XVII. ' 

^M am that man,'' said Jesus, *^1 am He I 

** But truce to questions — Canst thou point my fttt 
*<< To some low hut, if haply such there be 
*^ In this wild labyrinth, where I may meet 
** With homely greeting, and may sit and eat; 
** For forty days I have tarried &sting here, 

** Hid in the dark glens of this lone retreat, 
<< And now I hunger ; and my fidnting ear 
<< Longs mudi to greet the sound of fotmtains gushing near. 
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XVIII. 

Then thus I answer'd wily : — " If, indeed, 
"^* Son Af our God ihou be^st, what ti^td toi$eek 

" iPorfood from men ? — Lo ! on these flint stones feed, 
^^ Bid them be bread ! Open thy lips and speftk, 
" And Kving rills from yon parch*d rock wiU biftak.'' 

Instant as I had spoke, his pierdng eye 
Fix'd on my face ; — the blood forsook my diddc, 

I could not bear his gaze ; my mask slippiMl by ; 
I would have shunn'd his look, but had not power to fly. 



XIX. 

Then he rebuk'd me with the holy word — 
'*'' Accursed sounds i but now my native pride 
Hetuiu'd, and by no foolish qualm deterr'd, 
I bore Mm from the mountain's woody side, 
Up' to the summit, where extending wide 
Kingdoms atM cities, palaces crnd fene^l, - 

Bright sparkling in the sunbeams, were descried. 
And in gay'flaitce, tiihid-kixtrriant plains, 
Til^'dtotlifejocund re^the eijoasctdated swains* 
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XX. 



** Behold," I criea, " these glories ! scenes divine I 

" Thou whose sad prime in pining want decays, 
" And these, O rapture ! these shall all be thine^ 

" If thou wilt give to me, not God, the praise. 

** Hath he not jgiven to indigence thy days ? 
" Is not thy portion peril here and pain ? 

•^ Oh ! leave his temples, shun his wounding ways ! 
'* Seize the tiara ! these mean weeds disdain, 
*^ Kneel, kneel, thou man of woe, and peace and splendoqf 
gain. 
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Is it not written,*' sternly he replied, 
" Tempt not the Lord thy God ?* Frowning he spake. 
And instant sounds, as of the ocean tide. 
Rose, and the whirlwind from its prison brake. 
And caught me up aloft, till in one Bake, 
The sidelong volley met my swift career, 

.And smote me earthward. — Jove himself miiiJit quake 

A 1 I'll . i ,1 ' 1 ' ^' - -*-r*5C; 

Ajt^uch a fall; my smews crack d, and near, 

Obscure anddi^ sounds seem'd nn^g in mine ear. ' " 
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XXII. 

Smseless and stimn'd I lay ; till, casting round 
My half unconscious gaze, I saw the tot 

Borne on a car of roses to the ground, 
By volant angels ; and as sailing slow 
He sunk, the hoary battlement below. 

While on the tall spire slept the slant sun-beam. 
Sweet on the enamour'd zephyr was the flow 

Of heayenly instruments. Such strains oft seem. 
On star-liji^t hill, to soothe the Syrian shepherd's dream. 



XXIII. 

I saw blaspheming. Hate renewed my strength ; 

I smote the ether with my iron wing, 
And left the accursed scene. — - Arrived at length 
In these drear halls, to ye^ my peers ! I bring 
The tidings of defeat. Hell's haughty king 
Thrice vanquish'dy^baffled, smitten and dismay'd I 
O shame I Is this the hero who could fling 
Defiance at his Maker, while array'd, 
K{^ o'er the walls of light rebellion's banners play'd ! 
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XXIV. 

Yet shall not Heaven's bland minions trfcimpli long; 

Hell yet shall have revenge.— O glosioos sig^tf 
Prophetic visions on my &ncy throng, 
I see wild Agony's lean finger write 
Sad %ures on his forehead I — Keenly bri^t 
Revenge's flambeau bums ! Now in his eyes 

Stand the hot tears, — immantled in the night, 
Lo ! he retires to mourn ! — I hear his cries ! 
He fiunts— he falls — and lo !-^'tis true, ye powers, he diaa.' 



XXV. 

Thus spake the chieftain, — and as if he viewed 
The scene he pictured, with his foot advanced. 

And chest inflated, motionless he stood. 
While under his uplifted shield he glanced 
With straining eye-ball fix'd, like one entranced^ 

On viewless air ; -» thither the dark-platoon 
Gaz'd wondering^ nothing seen, save when diere danced 

The northern flash, or fiend late fled firom noon, 
Darkened the disk of the descending moon. 
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XXVI. 

Syence cr^ stilly tbrpugh the ranks. -^ The bretzv 

3p^ moBi;r4istmctly. As the sailor stands, 
When all the midnight gasping from the seas / 
Break boding sobs, and to his sight expands 
High on the shrouds the spirit that commands 
The ocean-farer's life ; so stiff — so sear 
Stood each dark power ; — while throng their nume- 
rous bands 
Hic^i not one heart, and mingling hope and fear 
Now told them all was lost, now bade revenge appear. 



XXVII. 

One therjQ.wqjs. there, whose loud defying tongue 
Not hope nor fear had silenced, but the swell 
Of over-boiling malice. Utterance long 

His passion mock'd, and long he strove to tell 
His labouring ire ; still syllable none fell 
From his pale quivering lip, but died away 
f .J. , For very fury ; from each hollow cell 

Half sprang his eyes, that cast a flamy ray, 
And * * * * * 
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xxviii. 

^^ This cmnes," at length burst froQi the furious, duflft 

*^ This comes of distant counsels ! Here b^old 
" The fruits of wily cunning ! th^ relief 
" Which coward policy would &in unfold, 
** To soothe the powers that warr'd with Heaven of old ! 
** O wise ! O potent ! O sagacious snare ! 

And lo ! our prince — - the mighty and the hoLdf 
There stands he, spell-struck, gaping at the air, 
** While Heaven subverts his reign, and plants her standMl 
there." 






XXIX. 

Here, «s recovered, Satan fix'd his eye 
FuU on the speaker ; dark it was and stern ; 

He wrapt his black vest round him gloomily, 
And stood like one whom weightiest thoughts ccmcMtL 
Him Moloch raark'd, and strove again to torn 

l£s soul to rage. ^^ Behold, Behold,'' he cried, 
^* The lord of Hdl, who bade these legions spurn 

*^ Almighty, rvle — behold he lays aside . ' 

^ The spear of just revenge, and shrinks, by man d«ied«^ 
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XXX. 

. Tboi ended Molocb^ and his [burning] tongue 

Hung quivering, as if [mad] to quench its heat 
In slaughter. S0| his native wilds among^ 
The fiunish'd tiger pants, when, near his seat, 
Press'd on the sands, he marks the traveller's feeL 
Instant low murmurs rose, and many a sword 

Had from its scabbard sprung ; but toward the seat 
Of the arcb«fiend all tum'd with one accord. 
As loud he thus harangued the sanguinary horde. 



Ye powers of Hell, I am no coward I proved this of 
old. Who led your forces against the annies of Jehovah ? 
Who coped with Ithuriel and the thunders of the Al- 
mighty ? Who^ when stunned and confused ye lay on the 
burning lake, who first awoke and collected your scattered 
powers ? Lastly, who . led you across the unfathomable 
abyss to this delightful world, and established that reign 
here which now totters to its base? How, therefore, dares 
yon treacherous fiend to cast a stain on Satan's bravery ? 
he who preys only on the defenceless— who sucks the 
bliood of infants, and delights only in acts of ignoble 
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cruelty and unequal contenticm. Away with the boesterwlM 
never joins in action, but like a cormorant, hovors over 
the field to feed upon the wounded, and overwhdm the 
dying. True bravery is as remote firom rashness as from 
hesitation; let us counsel coolly, but let us execute our 
counselled purposes determinately. In power we have 
learnt, by that experiment which lost'us Heaven, that we 
9xe inferior to the Thunder-bearer : In subtlety -—in sub- 
tlety alone we are his equals. Open war is impossible. 



Thus we shall pierce our conqueror, through the taee 
Which as himself he loves ; thus if we fall, 

"We fall not with the anguish, the disgrace 
Of falling unrevenged. The stirring call 
Of vengeance rings within me ! Warriors allt 

The word is vengeance, and the spur despair. 

Away the coward wiles ! — Death's coal-black paU 

Be now our standard ! — Be our torch the glare 
Of cities fir'd ! our fifes, the shrieks that fill the air ! 
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m Hioi aaswering rose Mecasl^im, who of oldy 
Far in.the silence of Cbaldea's groves. 
Was worshipp'dy God of Fire, with charms untold 
And mystery. His wandering spirit roves, 
Nqw vainly searching for the flame it loves. 
And sits and mourns like some white-robed^sin^ 

Where stood his temple, and where fragrant cloves 
And cinnmoQ unhe^'d the sacred pyre. 
And nightly magi watch'd the everlasting fire. 



He wav'd hb robe of flame, he crossed his breast. 
And sighing — his papyrus scarf survey'd. 

Woven with dark characters ; then thus- addressed 
The troubled council : 
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I. 



Thus fiur have I pursued my solemn theme 

With self-rewarding toil, thus &r have sung 
Of godlike deeds, fiu: loftier than beseem 

The Ijnre which I in early days have strung; 

And now my spirits &int, and I have hung 
The shell, that solaced me in saddest hour. 

On the dark cypress ! and the strings which rung 
With Jesus' praise, their harpings now are o'er, 
Or, when the breeze comes by, moan, and are heard no mora. 

And must the harp of Judah sleep again ? 

Shall I no more re-animate the lay ? 
Oh ! thou who visitest the sons of men. 

Thou who dost listen when the humble pray, 

One litde space prolong my mournful day ! 
One little lapse suspend thy last decree ! 

I am a youthful traveller in the way. 
And this slight boon would consecrate to thee. 
Ere I with Death shake hands, and smile that I am free. 



PROSE COMPOSITIONS. 



REMARKS ON THE ENGLISH POETS. 



IMITATIONS. 

1 H£ sublimity and unaffected beauty of the sacred writ- 
ings are in no instance more conspicuous, than in the fol- 
lowing verses of the xviiith Psalm: 

^^ He bowed the heay^is also and came down: jifi^ 

darkness wa3 under his feet. 

• ■ ■* 

*^ And he rode upon a cherub and did fly : yea he did 
fly upon the wings of the wind." 

None of our better versions have been able to preserve 
the original graces of these verses. That wretched one 
of Thomas Sternhold, however, (which, to the disgrace 
and manifest detriment of religious worship, is generally 
used,) has in this solitary instance, and then perhaps by 
ai c cideiit, * given usr-thr "true spiri t xjf the -Psaluiisf, " "Wid 
has surpassed not only Merrick, but even the classic 
Buchanan.* This version is as follows : — 



-"- - I t' • - ■' "- ■ " — ~ " V"^ ^ --"^ '' ' * * ** 



* That the reader majr judge for himself Buchaiiaa!» translation is 
subjoined. 

XJtfpie suom dominum terras demittat in xxdufsax 

Lenitur indinatjussumfitttigukC(Blttia; ■ y;^.^ 
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<* The Lord descended from aboye, 

** And bowed the heavens high, 
** And underneath his feet he cast 

** The darkness of the sky. 

** On cherubs and on cherubims 

« Full royally he rode, 
** And on the wings of mighty winds 

** Came flying all abroad." 

Diyden honoured these verses with very high com^ 
mendationi and, in the following lines of his Annus Mira- 
hilis, has apparently imitated them, in preference to tbe 
original: 

** The duke less numerous, but in courage more^ 
** On wings of all the winds to combat flies/* 



And in his Ceyx and Alcyone, from Ovid, he h 



'^ And now sublime she rides upon the wind'* 



^0m^ 



Sucoedunt pedibut fuic« caliginii umbra; 
lUe yehent curm volucri, cttiflammeus alei 
Loratenent lenbot yentorura acbenqgat alii 
Se drcum fulyo nebularum inydyit amktu, 
Pnetenctttque cavit picctt In ntibibiis undif . 

Thh is lomewhattoo hanh andprotmc, and there if an unplaaiaat 
caoqpheny in the termlnationt of the 5th and etfih'ntt. 
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which is probably imitated, as well as most of the follow , 
ing, not from Stemhold, but the original. Thus Pope^ 

^^ Not God alone in the still calm we find, 

'^ He mounts the stoi'm and rides upon the wind." 

And Addison — 



^^ Rides in the whirlwind and directs the storm. 



The unfortunate Chatterton has — 

\ 



t> 



^^ And rides upon the pmions of the wind, 



» 



And Gray — 

'^ With aims sublime that float upon the air/' 

Few poets of eminence have less incurred the charge of 
plagiarism than Milton; yet many instances might be 
adduced of similarity of idea and language with the Scrip- 
ture, which are certainly more than coincidences, and 
some of these I shall, in a future number, present to your 
readers. Thus the present passage in the Psalmist was in 
all probability in his mind when he wrote — 



" And with mighty wings outspread, 



" Dove-like safst brooding on the vast abyss." 

Par.Losif L. 20. B. 1. 

VOL. II. o 
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iTie thira verse of the civdi Psalm — 

" He maketh the clouds his chariot, and walketh upon 
the wings <5f tfee ^fad," ^ 



is evidently taken from the before-mentioned verses in 
the xviiith Psalm, on which it is perhaps an imptoVeniefiit. 
It has also been imitated by two of our first poets, — - 
Shakst^iif&^(^ kiid. I'bdmi^on. The feriiier in Romeo and 
Juliet — 

*^ Bestrides the lazy-paced clouds, 

" And Mis tipdn the bosom of the Sir.** 

The latter in Winter, 1. 199. 



« Till NWuife^ itftig, ^o oft 



^^ Amid tempestuous darkness dwells alone, 
^V^nd oh iMb i^i%s ofthe ci^^ffig Wifid's 
'« W^s ^f-^foHy'fei'6ife." 

As these imitations have not before, I believe, been 
noticed, they cannot fail to interest the lovers of polite 

letters ; and they are siich as at least will amuse your 
readers in general. If the sacred writings were atten- 
tively perused, we should find innumerable passages from 
which our best modem poets have drawn their most ad* 
mired ideas ; and Uie enumerations of these instances 
Wdtild perhaps ^ti^t the attention of many persons to 
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those volumes, which they now perhaps think to contain 
every thing tedious and disgusting, but which, on the 
contrary, they would find replete with interest, beauty, 
and true sublimity. 



Q 2 



228 



STERNHOLD AND HOPKINS. 



MR. EDITOR, 

In your Mirror for July, a Mr. William Toone has 
offered a few observations on a paper of mine, in a pre- 
ceding number, containing remarks on the versions and 
imitations of the 9th and 10th verses of the xviiith Psalm, 
to which I think it necessary to offer a few words by way 
of reply ; as they not only put an erroneous construction 
on certain passages of that paper, but are otherwise open 
to material objection. 

The object of Mr. Toone, in some parts of his observ- 
ations, appears to have been to refute something which 
he fancied I_had advanced, tending to establish the gene- 
ral merit of StemhoH-^nd Hopkins's translation of the " 
Psalms : but he might ha^e^saved himself this unneces- 
sary trouble, as I have decideoTj^-^ndemned it as mere 
doggrel, still preserved in our churches, to the detri- 
ment of religion; and the version of l^e passage in 
question is adduced as a brilliant, though probably acci- 
dental, exception to the general character of vthe work. 
What necessity, therefore, your correspondent pould see 
or " hoping that I should think with him, that the so&ner the 
old version qfthe_Psalms was consigned to oblivion^ tht better 
it would be for rational deootion^^ I am perfectly at a loss to 
imagine. 
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" This concluding sentence of Mr. Toone's paper, which 
I consider as introduced merely by way of rounding the 
period, and making a graceful exit, needs no further 
animadversion. I shall therefore proceed to examine the 
objections of the " worthy clergyman of the church of 
England" to these verses, cited by your correspondent,' 
by which he hopes to prove, that Dryden, Knox, and the 
numerous other eminent men who have expressed their 
admiration thereof^ to be little better than ideots. — The 
first is this : » 

" Cherubim is the plural for Cherub; but our ver- 
sioner, by adding an s to it, has rendered them both 
plurals." By adding an s to what ? If the pronoun it 
refer to cherubim, as according to the construction of 
the sentence it really does, the whole objection is non- 
sense. — But the worthy gentleman, no doubt, meant to 
say, that Sternhold had rendered them both plmrals by 
the addition of an s to cherub. Even in this sense^ 
however, I conceive the charge to be easily obviated ; 
for, though cherubim is doubtless usually considered as 
the plural of cherub, yet the two words are frequently 
so used in the Old Testament as to prove, that they 
were often applied to separate ranks of beings. One of 

these, which I shall cite, will dispel all doubt on the 
subject. 

^^ And within the oracle he made tiw cherubims of olive 
tree, each ten cubits high." 

I Kings, V. 23. cbapi tii< 
2 3 
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The olhor objection turns upon a word with which it is 
not necessary for me to interfere; for I did not quote these 
Terses as instances of the merit of Sternhold, or his versicHiy 
I only asserted that the lines which I then copied, viz* 

" TTie Lord descended from above,*' &c. 

were truly noble and suUime. Whether, therefore^ Stem- 
hold wrote aU ike winds (as asserted by your correspon- 
dent, in order to furnish room for objection), or mighty 
vrnds^ is of no import. But if this really be a subsequent 
alteration, I think at least there is no improvement ; for 
when we conceive the winds as assembling from all quar- 
ters, at die omnipotent command of the Deity, and bear- 
ing Imn with their united forces from the heavens, we 
liave a more sublime image than when we see him as fly- 
ing merely on mighty winds, or as driving his team (or 
troop) of angels on a strong tempest's rapid wing^ with 
most amazing swiftness, as elegantly r^resented by BroAf 
^nd Thte.* 



* Hqw aay jaaan, ^oyii^ the use of his senses, could prefer the con- 
temptible version of Brady and Tate of this verse to Sternhold's is to 
me inexplicable. The epithets which are introduced would have dis- 
graced a school-boy, and the majestic imagery of the original is sacri* 
ficed to make room for tinsel and fustian : 

The chariot of the King of kings. 

Which acHve troops of angels drew» 
On a strong tempest's rapid wings. 

With most amazing swiftness flew. 
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I di%r from yo\ir correspondent's opiijiion^ tha^ ^^ 
T^sesiy so far frogi possessing svblimjity, attjract the re^er 
Wrefe^ by thi^ir rut»jblm^ sound : And \iere i^ may npt ]>e 
amiss to observe, that the true sublime does not consist pjf 
high sounding words, or pompous magnificence ; on the 
^:Qntraryj, it niQgt fre<juently appears clad iij native diopity 
and simplicity, without art, and without p.ijTiam^nt. 

The most e\^^t crit^ic of antiquity, Longini^^ in his 
Treatise on th^ Sublime, adduces the following passage 
from the BoQJf, of Genesis, as possessing that quality in an 
eminent degree : 

" God satdf L^ ther§ he lights and th^ere was light : — LeC 
tie earth hi andec^rth w(w."* 

From what I have advanced on this subject, I would 
not have it inferred, that I conceive the version of Stern- 
hold and Hopkins, generally speaking, to be superior to 
that of Brady and Tate ; for, on the contrary, in almost 
every instance, except that above mentioned, the latter 
possesses an indubitable right to pre-eminence. Our lan- 
guage, however, cannot yet boast one version possessing 
the true spirit of the original; some are beneath con- 
tempt, and the best has scarcely attained mediocrity. 
Your correspondent has quoted some verses from Tate^ 
in triumph, as comparatively excellent; but, in my opi- 



* The critic apparently quoted from memory, for we may search in 
vain for the latter part of this sentence. 

Q 4 
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moDf they are also instances of our general fidlure in sa- 
cred poetry: they abound in those ambitiosa omamenta 
which do well to please women and children, but which 
disgust the man of taste. 

To the imitations already noticed of this passage, permit 
me to add the following : — 

^^ But various Iris, Jove's commands to bear, 
•' Speeds on the wings of winds through liquid air." 

Pope's Biad^ B. 2. 

<< Miguel cruzando os pelagos do vento/' 

Carlos Beduzidoj Canto I., by Pedro de 
Azevedo Tcjal, an ancient Portuguese poet of some merit. 
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REMARKS ON THE ENGLISH POETS. 



WARTON. 



The poems of Thomas Warton are replete with a 
sublimity, and richness of imagery, which seldom fail to 
enchant : every line presents new beauties of idea, aided 
by all the magic of animated diction. From the inex- 
haustible stores of figurative language, majesty, and sub- 
limity, which the ancient English poets afford, he has 
culled some of the richest and the sweetest flowers. But, 
unfortunately, in thus making use of the beauties of other 
writers, he has been too unsparing ; for the greater num- 
ber of his ideas and nervous epithets cannot, strictly 
speaking, be called his own ; therefore, however we may 
be charmed by the grandeur of his images, or the felicity 
of his expression, we must still bear in our recollection, 
that we cannot with justice bestow upon him the highest 
eulogium of genius — that of originality. 

It has, with much justice, been observed, that Pope, 
and his imitators, have introduced a species of refine- 
ment into our language, which has banished that nerve 
and pathos for which Milton had rendered it eminent. 
Harmonious modulations, and unvarying exactness of 
measure, totally precluding sublimity and fire, have re- 
duced our fashionable poetry to mere sing-song. But 
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Thomas Warton, whose taste was unvitiated by the frivo- 
lities of the day, immediately saw the intrinsic worth of 
what the worid then slighted. He saw that the ancient 
poets contained a fund of strength^ and beauty of ima- 
gery, as well as diction, which, in the hands of genius, 
would shine forth with redoubled lustre. Entirely reject- 
ing, therefore, modern niceties, he extracted the honied 
sweets from these beautiful, though neglected flqwers. 
Every grace of sentiment, every poetical term, which a 
false taste had rendered obsolete, was by him revived and 
made to grace his own ideas ; and though many will con- 
demn him as guilty of plagiarisin, yet few will be able to 
withhold the tribute of their praise. 

The peculiar forte of Warton seems to have been in the 
sombre descriptive. The wild airy flights of a Spenser, 
the " chivalrous feats of barons bold," or the " cloistered 
solitude," were the favourites of his mind. Of this his bent 
he informs us in the following lines : — 

Through Pope's soft song, thoqgh ^ the graces breathe, 

And happiest art adorns his attic page. 

Yet does my mind with sweeter transport glow. 

As at the root of mossy trunk reclined. 

In m^gic Spenser's wildly warbled song, 

I see deserted Una wander wide 

Through wasteful solitudes and lurid heaths. 

Weary, forlorn, than where the &ted fair* 



* Belinda. Vide Pope's Rape of the Lock. 



k 



235 

Upon the bosom bright of silver Thames^ 
Launches in all the lustre of brocades 
Ajxiid the splendours of the laughing sun ; 
The gajf description palls upon the sense, 
And coldly strikes the mind with feeble bliss. 

Pleasures of Melancholy* 

Warton's mind was formed for the grand and the sub- 
lime. Were his imitations less verbal, and less numer- 
ous, I should be led to imagine that the peculiar beauties 
of his favourite authors had sunk so impressively into his 
mind, that he had unwittingly appropriated them as his 
own; but they are in general such as to preclude tb^ 
idea. 

To the metrical and other intrinsic ornaments of styles 
he appears to have paid due attention. If we meet with 
an uncouth expression, we immediately perceive that it is 
peculiarly appropriate, and that no other term could have 
been made use of with so happy an effect. His poems 
abound with alliterative lines. Indeed, this figure seems 
to have been his favourite ; and he studiously seeks every 
o{^rtunity to introduce it : however, it must be acknow- 
ledged, that his ^^ daisywkppled dales," &c. occur too 
frequently. 

The poem on which Warton's fame {as a jyoet) prin- 
cipally rests, is, the ^^ Pleasures of Melancholy*" and 
(notwithstanding the perpetual recurrence of idea^ which 
are borrowed from other poets) there are few pieces which 
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I have perused with more exquisite gratification. The 
gloomy tints with which he overcasts his descriptions ; his 
highly figurative language ; and, above all, the antique air 
which the poem wears, convey the most sublime ideas to 
the mind. 

Of the other pieces of this poet, some are excellent, 
and they all rise above mediocrity. In his sonnets, he has 
succeeded wonderfully ; that written at Winslade, and the 
one to the river Lodon, are peculiarly beautiful, and that 
to Mr. Gray is most elegantly turned. The " Ode on the 
Approach of Summer" is replete with genius and poetic 
fire; and even over the Birth-day Odes, which he wrote as 
poet laureat, his genius has cast energy and beauty. His 
humorous pieces and satires abound in wit ; and, in short, 
taking him altogether, he is an ornament to our country 
and our language, and it is to be regretted, that the profu- 
sion with which he has made use of the beauties of other 
poets, should have given room for censure. 

I should have closed my short, and, I fear, jejune essay 
on Warton, but that I wished to hint to your truly elegant 
and acute Stamford correspondent, Octavius Gilchrist, 
(whose future remarks on Warton's imitations I await with 
considerable impatience,) that the passage in the Pleasures 
of Melancholy — 



or ghostly shape. 



At distance seen^ invites^ with becVning handy 
Thy lonesome steps. 
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which he supposes to be taken from the following in 
Comus — 

Of calling shapes, and beck'ning shadows dire, 
And airy tongues that syllable men's names, 

is more probably taken from the commencement of Pope's 
Elegy on an unfortunate Lady ■*- 

What beck'ning ghost, along the moonlight shade 
Invites my steps^ and points to yonder glade ? 

The original idea was possibly taken from Comus by 
Pope, from whom Warton, to all appearance, again bor- 
rowed it. 

Were the similarity of the passage in Gray to that in 
Warton less striking and verbal, I should be inclined to 
think it only a remarkable coincidence ; for Gray's bio- 
graphers inform us, that he commenced his elegy in 
1742, and that it was completed in 1744, being the year 
which he particularly devoted to the muses, though he did 
not ^' put thejinishing stroke to iV^ until 1750. The Plea- 
sures of Melancholy were published in 4to. in 1747 ; there- 
fore Gray might take his third stanza from Warton ; but it 
is rather extraordinary that the third stanza of a poem 
should be taken from another, published^t?^ years after 
that poem was begun, and three after it was understood to 
be completed. One circumstance, however, seems to ren- 
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der the supposition of its being a plagiarism somewhat more 
probable, which is, that the stanza in question is not ess^i« 
tial to the connection of the preceding and antecedent 
verses ; therefore it might have been added by Gray, when 
he put the ^^Jlnisking stroke** to his piece in 1750, 
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CURSORY REMARKS ON TRAGEDY. 



sx 



The pleasure which is derived from the representation 
of an sSesc^mg tragedy, has often been the subject of en- 
quiry amol^ philosophical critics, as a singular phenome- 
non. -^ That the mind should receive gratification from the 
excitement of those passions which are in themselves pain- 
ful, is really an extraordinary paradox, and is the more 
inexplicable, since, when the same means are employed to 
roui^e the more pleasing affections, no adequate effect is 
produced. 

In order to solve this problem, many ingenious hjrpo*- 
theses have been invented. The Abbe Du Bos tells us, that 
the mind has such a natural antipathy to a state of listless- 
ness and languor, as to render the transition from it to 
a state of ^certion, even though by rousing passions in 
themselves painful, as in the instance of tragedy, a positive 
pleasuret Monsieur Fontenelle has given us a more satis- 
factory account. He tells us that pleasure and pain, two 
aentimaits so different in themselves, do not differ so much 
in their cause : -^ that pleasure, carried too &f, beecunes 
pain; and pain, a little moderated, becomes pleasure* 
Hence, that the pleasure We derive from tragedy is a {^easing 
sorrow, a modtdated pain. David Hume, who bias also 
written upon this subject, unites the two systems, with this 
addition, that the painful emotions excited by the represents 
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ation of melancholy scenes, are further tempered, and the 
pleasure is proportionably heightened, by the eloquence 
displayed in the relation — the art shown in collecting the 
pathetic circumstances, and the judgment evinced in their 
happy disposition. 

But even now I do not conceive the difficulty to be 
satisfactorily done away. Admitting the postulatum which 
the Abb^ Du Bos assumes, that languor is so disagreeable 
to the mind, as to render its removal positive pleasure, to 
be true ; yet, when we recollect, as Mr. Hume has before 
observed, that were the same objects of distress which 
give us pleasure in tragedy, set before our eyes in reality, 
though they would effectually remove listlessness, they 
would excite the most unfeigned uneasiness, we shall 
hesitate in applying this solution in its full extent to the 
present subject. M. Fontenelle's reasoning is much more 
conclusive; yet I think he errs egregiously in his pre- 
mises, if he means to imply that any modulation of pain 
is pleasing, because, in whatever degree it may be, it is 
still pain, and remote from either ease or positive plea- 
sure; and if, by moderated pain, he means any uneasy 
sensation abated, though not totally banished, he is no 
less mistaken in the application of them to the subject be- 
fore us. — Pleasure may very well be conceived to be pain- 
ful, when carried to excess, because it there becomes 
exertion, and is inconvenient. We may also form some 
idea of a pleasui*e arising from moderated pain, or the 
transition from the disagreeable to the less disagreeable; 
but this cannot in any wise be applied to the gratification 
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we derive from a tragedy, for there no superior degree of 
pain is left for an inferior. As to Mr. Hume's addition of 
the pleasure we derive from the art of the poet, for the 
introduction of which he has written his whole dissertation 
on tragedy, it merits little consideration. The self-recol- 
lection necessary to render this art a source of gratification 
must weaken the illusion; and whatever weakens, the 
illusion diminishes the effect. 

In these systems, it is taken for granted that all those 
passions are excited which are represented in the drama. 
This I conceive to have been the primary cause of error ; 
for to me it seems very probable that the only passion 
or affection which is excited is that of sympathy, which 
partakes of the pleasing nature of pity and compassion, 
and includes in it so much as is pleasing of hope and ap- 
prehension, joy and grief. 

■ 

The pleasure we derive from the afflictions of a friend 
is proverbial — every person has felt, and wondered why 
he felt, something soothing in the participation of the sor- 
rows of those dear to his heart; and he might with as 
much reason have questioned why he was delighted with 
the melancholy scenes of tragedy. Both pleasures are 
equally singular; they both arise from the same source. 
Both originate in sympathy. 

It would seem natural that an accidental spectator of 
a cause in a court of justice, with which he is perfectly 
unacquainted, would remain an uninterested auditor of 

VOL. II. R 
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y^hA iirtts gohtg forward. Ejqiekience tells us, however, 
flie eiaLCt cotitftrry. He hmnediately, even before he k 
Mv^ Btqoahlted whh the InerHs of the case, eq>ouses one 
'Stde of the qae^ion ; to Which he uniformly adOieres, par- 
ttdpStes in all its tidvantage^ and sympathisres in its suc- 
'oeiBs. There 'is no denying that the interest this man takes 
in the business is a soorce of pleasure to him ; but we 
cannot suppose one of the parties in the cause, though his 
interest must be -infinitely more lively, to feel an equal 
pleasure, because the painful passions are in him really 
roused, while in the other sympathy alone is excited, which 
is in itself pleasing. It is pretty much the same with the 
'iq)ectator of a tragedy. And, if the sympathy is the more 
pleasing, it is because the actions are so much the more 
edculated to entn^ the attention, and the bbject so much 
*the more worthy. The pleasure is heightened also in 
both instances by a kind of intuitive recollection, which 
never forsakes the spectator, that no bad consequences will 
Mnik to 'him from the action he is surveying. The recol- 
4eeti<M) is the more predominant in the spectator of a 
tragedy, as h is impossible in ^any case totally to banish 
'from his memory that the scenes are fictitious and illusive, 
in real life we always advert to futurity, and endeavour to 
draw irfferences of the probable consequences ; but the 
moment ire take off our minds from what is passing on the 
stage to reasonings thereupon, tiie illusion is dispelled, and 
it again recurs that it is all fiction. 

If we compare the degrees df pleasure we derive from 
the perusal of a novel and the representation of a tragedy. 
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* • 

we ^11 pb^^7C5 ^ woadejfij} ^^\tj. In \^ ffe ^1 
W int^^ in l^th syii^i^jjiy fg ej^ted. But )^ th« of)^ 
tJwgS m ^^m^^ nJflted \o us 9S having Tga^gdj ^JiU^ it ij 
Qp^ ;|ttei)?p|)ed I^q peirpu^e us pn^r did e» r«?ftX}» bRW>W» 
and from which, thereforci ^^ P^yi^F "^f^ 4^^¥IS ^PT^^l^^ 
into the idea that any consequences whatever will result; 

in thj5 ptljuer, on tlje cpgtjr^ry, Jhjs ftctipQjs t^emi^diF^ pgss 
before our eyes ; we are not teippt^ to ^ ourselves 
wl]ether they did ever happen ; we see them happen, we 

^e thp witfiesses of thein; ^nd were ji|; not fpr the ni^Uo- 
rj^tij^^ circuip^t^nces before mpnjbiqne^, Hip syrppatby 
would becon^ so ppwerffil as^ to ]}e in the higb^t d^sg^^ 
painful. 

In tragedy, therefore, every thing \yhich cap strengthen 
jthe illusion should be introduced; ^r there a;:e a tbouji§n4 
drawb^clcs ,o^ the jeffect, wJuch it 13 iiPiM^§$il^le to r^n^py.^ 
and which have always so great a force, as to put it out of 
the power of the poet to excite ;$yiupatby ij^i f. too gainful 
degree. Every thin^ that 1$ improbable, every thing 
which is out qi the coipmon course of nature, should, for 
this reason, be avoided, as nothing will so forcibly remind 
ihfi speotator pf the unreabiess of the illusion. 

It is a mi;^aken idea, thaX we ^ymp^tbil^e ^siopaer with 
the .distr.esse$ of kings and ijllusti*ious personages, thpn 
w^ tjipse of qoi»;ixon life. Me^ are, in &Qt, lupre in- 
.clined to coQ^miserate the s^u^erings of their .eqi^^l^i, thw 
of those whom they cannot but reg^d TS^^ F^tii AW« 
than pity, as superior beings ; and to take an interest in 

R 2 
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incidents which might have happened to themselves, sooner 
than in those remote from their own rank and habits. It 
is for this reason that ^schylus censures Euripides for int- 
roducing his kings in rags, as if they were more to be 
compassionated than other men : 

Some will, perhaps, imagine that it is in the power of 
the poet to excite our sympathy in too powerful a degree, 
because, at the representation of certain scenes, the spec- 
tators are frequently affected so as to make them shriek 
out with terror. But this is not sympathy ; it is horror, it 
8 disgust; and is only witnessed when some act is com- 
mitted on the stage so cruel and bloody, as to make it 
impossible to contemplate it, even in idea, without horror. 

Nee pueros coram populo Medea trucidet, 
Aut humana palam coquat exta nefarius Atreus. 

Hor. Ars Poet. L 185. 

It is for this reason, also, that many fine German dramas 
cannot be brought on the English stage; such as the 
Robbers of Schiller, and the Adelaide of Wulfingen, by 
Kotzebue : they are too horrible to be read without vio- 
lent emotions ; and Horace will tell you what an immense 
difference there is in point of effect between a relation 
and a representation. 
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Segnius irritant animos demissa per aurem, 
Quam quae sunt oculis subjecta fidelibus, et quae 
Ipse sibi tradit spectator. 

ArsPoet. L 180. 

I shall conclude these desultory remarks, strung toge- 
ther at random, witliout order or connection, by observing 
what little foundation there is for the general outcry in the 
literary world, against the prevalence of German dramas 
on our stage. Did they not possess uncommon merit, 
they would not meet with such general approbation. Fa- 
shion has but a partial influence; but they have drawn 
tears from an audience in a barn as well as in a theatre 
royal; they have been welcomed with plaudits in every 
little market^town in the three kingdoms, as well as in the 
metropolis. Nature speaks but one language ; she is alike 
intelligible to the peasant and the man of letters, the 
tradesman and the man of fashion. While the Muse of 
Germany shall continue to produce such plays as the 
Stranger and Lovers* Vows *, who will not rejoice that 
translation is able to naturalize her efforts in our lan- 
guage? 



* I speak of these plays only as adapted to our stage by th* elegant 
pens of Mr. Thompsoii and Mrs. Inchbald. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 



(No. L) 



There is a mood. 



(I sing noit to the vacant and the yoimg,) 

Tberc is a kindly mood of melancboly. 

That wings the soul and points her to the ^kies. 

> - Dyer. 



Philosophers have divested themselves of their na- 
tural apathy, and poets have risen above themselves, in 
descanting on the pleasures of Melancholy. There is no 
mind so gro^, no understanding so uncultivated, as to be 
incapable, at certain moments, and amid certain combin- 
ations, of feeling 'that sublime influence upon the spmts 

ivhich steals the soul from the petty anxieties of the world, 

■ 

" And fits It to hold converse with the gods." 

• 

I must confess, if such there be who never felt the 
divine abstraction, I envy them not their insensibility. 
For my own part, it is from the indulgence of this 
soothing power that I derive the most exquisite of gra- 
tifications : at the calm hour of moonlight, amid all the 
sublime serenity, the dead stillness of the night ; or when 
the howling storm rages in the heavens, the rain pelts on 
my roof, and the winds whistle through the crannies of my 
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apartKheot ; I feel the divise mood of m^li^cboly upon 
me ; I imagine myself placed i^on an enuBQnce, abcMFe tli#. 
crowds who pani below in the dusty tra(?ks of wealth i^^ 
honour. The black catalogue of criinesf and of vice ; t)ie. 
sad tissue of wretchediaess and woe, passes in review ];>efi>rek 
me ; and I lo(^ down upon man with an eye of pity an/i 
commiseration. Though the scenes which 1 survey hOy 
mournful, and the ideas they excite equally sombre;, 
though the tears gush as I contemplate them, and my heart 
feels heavy with the sorrowful amotions which they ijJrt 
spire ; yet are they not unaccompanied with sensations oS 
the purest and most ec^tic bliss^ 

It is to the spectator alone that Melancholy is forbid- 
ding ; in herself she is soft and interesting, and capable of 
affordmg pure and unalloyed delight. Ask the lover why 
he muses by the side of the purling brook, or plunges intQ 
the deep gloom of the forest? Ask the i>nfortuni|te why he 
seeks the still shades of solitude? or the man who feels thje 
pangs of disappointed ambition, why he retires into the 
silent walks of seclusion ? — And he will tell you that hr 
derives a pleas^lre therefrom, which nothing else can 
impart. It is the delight of Melancholy ; but the mel^« 
choly of these beings is as far removed from that of the 
philosopher, as are the narrow ^nd contracted compldnts 
of selfishness from the mournful regrets of expansive phi- 
lanthropy ; as are the desponding intervals of insanity from 
the occasional depressions of benevolent sensibility. 
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The man who has attained that calm equanimity which 
qualifies him to look down upon the petty evils of life with 
indifference; who can so far conquer the weakness of 
nature> as to consider the sufferings of the individual of 
Kttle moment, when put in competition with the welfare of 
the community, is alone the true philosopher. His melan- 
choly is not excited by the retrospect of his own mis- 
fortunes; it has its rise from the contemplation of the 
miseries incident to life, and the evils which obtrude 
themselves upon society, and interrupt the harmony of 
nature. It would be arrogating too much merit to myself, 
to assert that I have a just claim to the title of a philo- 
sopher, as it is here defined ; or to say that the specu- 
lations of my melancholy hours are equally disinterested : 
be this as it may, I have determined to present my solitary 
effusions to the public ; they will at least have the merit of 
novelty to recommend them, and may possibly, in some 
measure, be instrumental in the melioration of the human 
heart, or the correction of false prepossessions. This is 
the height of my ambition; this once attained, and my end 
will be fully accomplished. One thing I can safely pro- 
mise, though far from being the coinages of a heart at ease, 
they will contain neither the querulous captiousness of 
misfortune, nor the bitter taunts of misanthropy. So- 
ciety is a chain of which I am merely a link: all men 
are my associates in error ; and though some may have 
gone farther in the ways of guilt than myself, yet it is 
not in me to sit in judgment upon them ; it is mine to 
treat them rather in pity than in anger, to lament their 
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crimes, and to weep over their sufferingsr. As these papers 
will be the amusement of those hours of relaxation^ when 
the mind recedes from the vexations of business, and 
sinks into itself for a moment of solitary ease, rather 
than the efforts of literary leisure, the reader will not 
expect to find in them unusual elegance of language, or 
studied propriety of style. In the short and necessary 
intervals of cessation from the anxieties of an irksome 
employment, one finds little time to be solicitous about 
expression. If, therefore, the fervour of a glowing mind 
expresses itself in too warm and luxuriant a manner for 
the cold ear of dull propriety, let the fastidious critic find 
a selfish pleasure in descrying it. To criticism melan- 
choly is indifferent. If learning cannot be better employed 
than in declaiming against the defects, while it is insensi- 
ble to the beauties of a performance, well may we exclaim 
with the poet, 



w. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 
(No. II.) 

, But (weL«-day ! ) who lores the Muses dow ? 
Or helpes the climber of the sacred hyW ? 
None leane to them ; but strive to disalow 
All heavenly dewes the goddesses distilL 

Wm, Brownest Shepheard^i Pipe, Eg» 5. 

It is a melancholy reflection, and a reflection which 
often sinks heavily on my soul, that the Sons of Genius 
generally seem predestuied to encounter the rudest storms 
of adversity; to struggle, unnoticed, with poverty and mis- 
fortune. The annals of the world present us with many 
corroborations of this remark ; and, alas I who can tell 
how many unhappy beings, who might have shone with 
distinguished lustre among the stars which illumine our 
hemisphere, may have sunk unknown beneath the pressure 
of untoward circumstances; who knows how many may 
have shrunk, with all the exquisite sensibility of genius, 
from the rude and riotous discord of the world, into the 
peaceful slumbers of death. Among the number of those 
whose talents might have elevated them to the first rank of 
eminence, but who have been overwhelmed with the ac- 
cumulated ills of poverty and misfortune, 1 do not hesitate 
to rank a young man whom I once accounted it my greatest 
happiness to be able to call my friend. 
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Charles Wakely wa$ the only son of an humble 
village lector, who just lived to give him a Hberid edu*' 
cation, and then left him unprovided for and unpro- 
tectAl, to struggle through the world as. well as he couldii 
With a heart glowing with the enthusiasm of poetry and 
romance, with a sensibility the most exquisite, and with 
an indignant pride, which swelled in his veins, and told 
him he was a man, my friend found himself cast upon 
thfe wide world at the age of sixteen; an adventurer, 
without fortune and without connection. As his inde» 
pendent spirit could not brook the idea of being a bur- 
den to those whom his father had taught him to consi- 
der only as allied \>y blood, and not by affection, he 
looked about him for a situation which could ensure to 
him, by his own elcertions, an honourable competence. It 
was not long before such a situation offered ; and Charles 
precipitately articled himself to an attorney, without 
giving himself time to consult his own inclinations, or the 
disposition of his master. The transition from Sophocles 
and Euripides, Theoeritus and Ovid, to Finche and Wood, 
Coke and Wynne, was striking aitd difficult ; but Charles 
applied himself with his wonted ardour to his new study, 
as considering it not only his interest, but his duty so to 
do. It was not long, however, before he discovered that 
he disliked the law, that he disliked his situation, and that 
he despised his master. The fact was, my friend had many 
mortifications to endure, which his haughty soul could ill 
brook. The attorney to whom he was articled was one of 
those narrow-minded beings who consider wealth as alone 
entitled to respect He had discovered that his clerk was 



252 



vety poor and very destitute of friends, and thence he very 
naturally concluded that he might insult him with impu- 
nity. It appears, however, that he was mistaken in his 
calculations. I one night remarked that my friend • was 
unusually thoughtful. I ventured to ask him whether he 
had met with any thing particular to ruffle his 'spirits. He 
looked at me for some moments significantly ; then, as if 
roused to fury by the recollection — "I have," said he ve- 
hemently, " I have, I have. He has insulted me grossly, 
and I will bear it no longer." He now walked up and 
down the room with visible emotion. — Presently he sat 
down. — He seemed more composed. " My friend," said 
he, " I have endured much from this man. I conceived ' 
it my duty to forbear ; but I have forborne until forbear- 
ance is blameable, and, by the Almighty, I will never 
again endure what I have endured this day. But not only 
this man; every one thinks he may treat me with coa- 
tiunely, because I am poor and friendless. But I am a 
man, and will no longer tamely submit to be the sport of 
fools, and the foot-ball of caprice. In this spot of earth, 
though it gave me birth, I can never taste of ease. Here 
I must be miserable. The principal end of man is to 
arrive at happiness. Here I can never attain it ; and here 
therefore I will no longer remain. My obligations, to the 
rascal, who calls himself my master, are cancelled by his 
abuse of the authority I rashly placed in his hands. I have 
no relations to bind me to this particular place." The 
tears started in his eyes as he spoke, ^^ I have no tender 
ties to bid me stay, and why do I stay ? The worid is all 
before me. My inclination leads me to travel; I will pur- 
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sue that inclination ; and, perhaps, in a strange land I may 
find that repose which is denied to me in the place of my 
birthu My finances, it is true, are ill able to support the 
expenses of travelling: but what then — Goldsmith, my 
friend," — with rising enthusiasm, — " Goldsmith traversed 
Europe on foot, and I am as hardy as Goldsmith. Yes, I 
will go ; and perhaps, ere long, I may sit me down on some 
towering mountain, and exclaim with him, while a hundred 
realms lie in perspective before me, 

" Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine." 

It was in vain I entreated him to reflect maturely, ere 
he took so bold a step ; he was deaf to my importunities, 
and the next morning I received a letter informing me of 
his departure. He was observed about sun-rise, sitting on 
the stile, at the top of an eminence which commanded a 
prospect of the surrounding country^ pensively looking 
towards the village. I could divine his emotions, .on thus 
casting probably a last look on his native place. The neat 
white parsonage-house, with the honey-suckle mantling 
on its wall, I knew would receive his last glance ; and the 
image of his father would present itself to his mind, with 
a melancholy pleasure, as he was thus hastening, a solitary 
individual, to plunge himself into the crowds of the world, 
deprived of that fostering hand which would otherwise 
have been his support and guide. 

From this period Charles Wanely was never heard of at 
h ; and, as his few relations cared little about him, in 
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n sbopri time H was almost forgotten that such a being ha4 
erer been in existence. 

About &ye jesrs had elapsed from thi$ periods whep my 
occasions led me to 4^he Continc^t^ I will confess I was 
Bot wkhopC a romantic hope, that I inight again meet with 
my lost friend; and that often, with tbat idea, I scru- 
tinized the features of the passengers. One fine moon- 
light night, as I was strolling down the grand Italian Strada 
di Toledo, at Naples, I observed a crowd assembled round 
a msatf who, with impassioned ge^ture^, seemed* to be ve- 
hemently declaiming to the multitude. It was one of the 
Improvisatorj, who recite extempore verses In the streets 
of NaplejB, for what money they can collect frpm the 
bea,rers. I stopped to listen to the man's metrical romance, 
and had remained in the attitude of attention some time, 
when, happening to turn round, I beheld a person very 
shabbily dressed, *$tedfastly ga;zing at me. The moon 
shone full in his face. I thought his features were fami- 
liar to me. He was pale and emaciated, and his counte- 
nance bore marks of the deepest dejection. Yet, amidst 
all these changes, I thought I recognised Charles Wanely. 
I stood stupified with surprise. My senses nearly failed 
me. On recovering myself, I looked again, but he had 
left the spot the moment he found himself observed. I 
darted through the crowd, and ran every way which I 
thought he could have gone ; but it was all to no purpose. 
Nobody knew him. Nobody had even seen such a per- 
son. The two following days I renewed my enquiries^ and 
at last discpvered the lodgings where a man pf his descrip- 
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tion had resided. But he had left Naples the BtMming 
after his form had struck my eyes. I found he gained a 
subsistence by drawing rude figures in chalkn^ and vending 
them among the peosanlay. I coold no longer doubt it 
was my friend ; and immediately perceived that his haughty 
spirit could not bear to be recogsnised in such degrading 
circumstances, by aae who had known him in better days. 
Lamenting the misgiuided notions w\^eh ha^ thus again 
thrown him from me, I Idi Naples, now gisown hatefid to 
ray sight, and embarked for England. It is now nearly 
twenty years since this rencounter, during which period 
he has not be^i heard of; and there can be little doubt 
that this unfortunate young man has found, in some 
Temote comer of the Condnent, an obscure and an 
imlamented grave. 

Thus, those talents which were formed to do honour to 
human nature, find to the country which gave them birth, 
have Jjeen nipped in the bud by the frosts of poverty and 
'scom ; and their unhappy possessor lies in an unknown and 
nameless tomb, who might, under hf^pier circumstances, 
have risen to the highest pinnacle of itmbition and re- 
nown. 



256 



MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(No. in.) 

Few know that elegance of soul refin'd, 
Whose soft sensation feels a quicker joy 
From melancholy's scenes, than the dull pride 
Of tasteless splendour and magnificence 
Can e*er afford. 

WartorCs Melancholy. 

In one of my midnight rambles down the side of the 
Trent, the river which waters the place of my nativity, 
as I was musing on the various evils which darken the 
life of man, and which have their rise in the malevo- 
lence and ill-nature of his fellows, the sound of a flute 
from an adjoining copse attracted my attention. The 
tune it played was mournful, yet soothing. It was suited 
to the solemnity of the hour. As the distant notes came 
wafted at intervals on my ear, now with gradual swell, 
then dying away on the silence of the night, I felt the 
tide of indignation suoside within me, and give place to 
the solemn calm of repose. I listened for some time in 
breathless ravishment. The strain ceased, yet the sounds 
still vibrated on my heart ; and the visions of bliss which 
they excited still glowed on my imagination. I was then 
standing in one of my favourite retreats. It was a little 
alcove, overshadowed with willows, and a mossy seat at 



«57 



die bMk mvitod 4o M0t. I kkl myself liitlte|y im ibe 

bank. Ilie Treat murmttred seftly "«£ iny "feel^ tmd tbe 

^wUkHiFs.fljghisd «s di^ 'vmved iov^r <mf lusmL it upm ike 

ho^ ffiomeat'frf'.n^oflt, ftad 1 8ooniHMk«ilo4 Aiep t\ot^. 

Tlie «(peNUiioii8 idf ftBcgr iii>a •hwriser, tbdilced iigria 

InnatioB ^ -circumataBoes 'so pdwerfitl end 

ootild not &il to be wild tmd rotnantic in ^the 

Metholight I <£raAd <ai|>ielf in «n citeiisive ai«, ifiUbd 

i¥ith 4iii imiiienie tomouxM 'of fteople. Ai mit ^od 

a ihvoBe ctf adamant, on wbadi vat «t ftmob^ ^ 

aipect -I immediately reeogniaed ^a 'dinriDililfc. 'She 

^ad in« garb of aam*e^ tm her Ibrehead •sbe bore a 

whose aiden€fa>ur the •eyes of «iai^ were naable io -bea^ 

and whose rajrs Illumined the whde apace^ and4)enetmted 

into the deepest recesses a£ darkness. TSk Mpect !of tiie 

goddess at« disiande was forbiddiogi; bitt on a nearfrtfip** 

proach^ It was miki and ^engBgiog. Her eyes lirere bine 

and piertung; and there was a fiiscinadim in her -smile 

which charmed as if by enchaatment. The tir «£ «itolr 

lig^ee whieh beatoed in her look made 4he •bdieidor 

diiink into himself witii -the coHKaousness ^taferioan^y; 

yet the «fibblUty of her deporteeat, 'and Ae simplicity and 

gentleness df her amnn^Sf soon ce-aisuMd hiaiH whik ibe 

bewitching ooftness which Ae <36tdd at limyes assam^ %€fa 

his permanent ostein. On •enquiry df a by-ataoder wlm jt 

was that sat on the tikrone, and what «ms lihe K)eoasiQn <af 

so ancommon an assanblyi he informed ne ihat it was tba 

Goddess <tf Wiidom, who bad atiast'succo&ded in rQ§mt* 

ing the doaanion t^f <the earth, whkk FoUy had M kmg 

VOL. II. . 8 .. 



258 

usurped; diat she sat there in her judicial <;apaclty, in 
order to try the merits of many who were supposed to be 
die secret emissaries of Folly. In this way I understood 
Envy and Malevolence had been sentenced to perpetual 
banfehmenti though several of their adherents yet re- 
gained among men, whose minds were too gross to be 
irradiated with the light of wisdom. One trial I under- 
stood was just ended, and another supposed delinquent 
iwas about to be put to the bar. With much curiosity I 
jiurried forwards to survey the figure which now ap- 
fMToached. She was habited in blapk, and veiled to the 
waist. Her pace was solemn and majestic, yet in every 
movement wasa winning gracefulness. As she approached 
to the bar, I got a nearer view of her; when, what 
WBS my astonishment to recognise in her the person 
of my favourite goddess, Melancholy { Amazed that she^ 
whom I had always looked upon as the sister and com?> 
fMmion of Wisdom, should be brought to trial as an 
-emissary and an adherent of Folly, I waited in mute 
impatience for the accusation which could be fi*amed 
against her. -^ On looking towards the centre of the ar^ 
I was mujEh surprised to see a bustling little Cit of my 
acquaintance, who, by his hemming and clearing, I coiit 
eluded was going to make the charge. As he was a 
self-impcnrtant little fellow, full of consequence and busi- 
ness, and totally incapable of all the finer emotions of 
the soul, I could not conceive what ground of com<* 
plaint he could have against Melancholy, who, I was 
persuaded, would never have deigned to take up her 
residence for a moment in his breast. When I recol- 
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lected, however, that he had some sparks of . amlMtion 
in his composition, and that he was an enyious, carp* 
ing litde mortal, who had formed the design of should- 
ering himself into notice by decrying the defectn of 
others, while he was insensible to his own, my aiMSB^^ 
ment and my apprehensions vanished, as I perceived lie 
only wanted to make a display of his own t«l^it» in 
doing which I did not fear his making himself sufficiently 
ridiculous. 

After a good (leal of irrelevant circumlocution, he boldly 
b^an the accusation of Melancholy. I shall not dwdl 
upon many absurd ahd many invidious parts of his speedy 
nor upon the many blunders in the misapplication of 
word% such as ^^ deduct* for ^^ detract^^ and oth^s of a 
similar nature, which my poor friend committed in die 
course of his harangue; but shall only dwell upon the 
material parts of the charge. 

He representeci the prisoner as the offipring of Idlenen 
and DisconterUj who was at all times a sulky, sullen, ^nd 
<* eminently useles^^ member of the community, and not un* 
irequently a very dangerous one. . He declared it to be bin 
opinion, that in case she were to be suffered to prevail, 
mankind would soon become ^^ too idle to go^** and would 
all lie down and perish through indolence, or through foi^ 
getting that sustenance was necessary for the preservatfem 
of existence ; and concluded with painting the horrprs 
which would attend such a depopulation of the earth, in 
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Atcih seoloms as ^nftdeiminy me$k minds r^^anNl the goddess 
^ritfa fear and abbonenoe. 

Haxiiig condudtil, ttlie aocused ^as cxdled »pcm for Ih^ 
^MoDce. iSbe immedialely, ^ith « gracefiil gesture^ lifted 
«p ^die wml which -eoneetfled )ier iiwe, end *£soa?efed 'a 
^ouatosMice <8o soft, so lovely, and so sweetly expresuv^ 
la no ^strike 'tfie ^bibcMers wiA involuntiufy afiminitran, 
and which, at one glance, overturned all the flimsy «o>- 
phistry of my poor friend the citizen ; and when the silver 
tones of her voiee ^i^ere 4ieard, 4he 'mnnmirs, wkidh imdl 
;thea had continually avisen tfrom the «rowd,'were bnsfaed 
io a-dead 6till, «nd the whole multitude «toed tBantfflsEed jbl 
■breathliwtf attention* As near as I can oeDoUect^ these 
were ibe ^oids in -lAich she addressed betself <lo tlK 
throne of Wisdom : 

J shall not deign to give a direct •oMnmr :io Ike vanam 
insinuations inhich have been thrown out against me by my 
-mscwer. Let itwirfGiQe that J declare my true ^istory^ in 
opposition to Ijiat which has .been so artfully fidbricated to 
my disadvantage. In that eariy age of the woild when 
mankind fcdlowed .^ peaceful avocations dS a ^NUftand 
life only^ and oontentmient and harmony wgned intevcry 
"vale, I was tiot known among men ; but when, in preoess 
of .tim^ Ambition end Vice, with their attendant evil% 
were sent-down asti seonige io the human racc^ I viade 
my appeatance. I am ^he o&pring of Mi^ntnne jand 
Vistae, and was sent by Haaixen to teadi ray parents horn 
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lo? support their afflicdon&'vritH'mi^aniimQK. Jlrnhgeem 
up^ L became die' intimate firieod: o^ tJator msesi? amcii^ 
mem I was^ the bosoms friend of FlaUn. and otbvu'iiibi- 
tiious sages^ of antiquitj^ and' was^ then often* known- by 
thenaine of Philosophy ; though) in^pt^esent'timeBy irilett 
tfiat dd^ is usurped by mere makers' of experiments) and 
inventors of bkicking^cakes^ I am only known by die 
appellation of Melancholy. So far from being of a discon* 
tented^ diq>osition, my very essisiice is {hous and' resigned 
contentment I- teach my votaries to^ support eveiy vidiEK 
situde of fortune witfa^calttmess and fortitude. It is* mine 
to subdue the stomy propensities* of passion and vice, to 
foster and; encourage th» priiieiplto of benevolence and 
philanthropy, and to cherish and bring to. perfection die 
seeds of virtue and wisdom. Though feared and hated 
by those who, like my accuser, are ignomnt of my nature, 
1 am' courted- and cherished* by all the truly^ wis^ the 
good^ and the great: the poet wooes^ me-as the goddess of 
inspiration •;, die true philosopher acknowledges himself 
indebted to me ibr his most' expansive views of human 
nature; the good man owes to me that hatred of the wrcmg 
and love of the right, and' diat disdain for the conse- 
quences wjiich may result from the performance of his 
dutiesy which keep^ him- good; and the religious fiies^to mt 
for the only dear and- uninoumbered' view of the attributes 
and perfections of the Deity. So far from being idtey my 
naind is^ ever on the wing in the re^ons^ of fimey, or that 
tru& philosophy which op^is the book- of hnman nstorei 
and /bises- die soul- above the evife iiiddiint to life W I 
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am useless, in the same d^*ee were Plato and Sooratesi 
Locke and Paleyi useless. It is true that my immediate 
influence is confined, but its effects are disseminated by 
m^ans of literature over every age and nation ; and man-* 
kind, in every generation, and in every clime, may look 
to me as their remote illuminator, the original spring of 
the principal intellectual benefits they possess. But as 
there is no good without its attendant evil, so I have an 
elder sister, called Phrenzy, for whom I have often been 
mistaken, who sometimes follows close on my steps ; and 
to her I owe much of the obloquy which is attached to my 
name ; though the puerile accusation which has just been 
brought against me turns on points which apply more ex- 
clusively to myself! 

She ceased, and a dead pause ensued. The multitude 
seemed strucpk with the fascination of her utterance and 
gesture^ and the sounds of her voice still seemed to vibrate 
on every ear. The attention of the assembly, however, 
w^ soon recalled to the accuser ; and their indignatkm: at 
his baseness rose to such a height as to threaten g^oeral 
tiwult, when the Ooddeiss of Wisdom aros% and waving 
her hand for silence, beckoned the prisoner to, her, placed 
her on her right hand, and, with a sweet smile, acknow- 
ledged her for her old companion and friend. She. ih^i 
turned to the accuser, with a frown of severity so terrible, 
that I. involuntarily started with terror from my poor mis* 
gdided friend, and. with the violence of the start I awoke; 
and, instead of the throne of the Goddess of Wisdom, and 
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the vast assembly of people, beheld the first rays of the 
morning peeping over the eastern cloud; and, mstead of 
the loud murmurs of the incensed multitude, heard no- 
thing but the soft gurgling of the river at my feet, and the 
rustling Aving of the sky-lark, who was now beginning his 
first matin song. 

W. 
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MBLAMCHOLY UOUSS. 

(No. IV.) 

2iC9iny<ra/i<yof t6purK0§f ouSofwt ay oAAo^s od rot 5Mnrpa|cvi«Wf • 

IfiOGB. 

The Avorld has often heard of fortune-hunters^ legacy- 
hunters, popularity-hunters, and hunters of various de- 
scriptions — one diversity, however, of this very extensive 
species has hitherto eluded public animadversion; I allude 
to the class of friend-hunters — men who make it the busi* 
ness of their lives to acquire friends, in the hope, through 
their influence, to arrive at some desirable point of ambi- 
tious eminence. Of all the mortifications and anxieties to 
which mankind voluntarily subject themselves, from the 
expectation of future benefit, there are, perhaps, none 
more galling, none more insupportable, than those attend- 
ant on fiiend-making, — Show a man that you court his 
society, and it is a signal for him to treat you with n^ect 
and contumely. * Humour his passions, and he despises 
you as a sycophant. Pay implicit deference to his opinions, 
and he laughs at you for your folly. In all, he views you 
with contempt, as the creature of his will, and the slave of 
his caprice. I remember I once solicited the acquaintance 
and coveted the finendship of one man ; and, thank Ood^ I 
can yet say (and I hope on my death-bed I shall be able 
to say the same) of only one man. 
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G^BUKimcus wae. a diameter of conriderable enwn^nga 
in tbe: literwy. world4 He had the n^iitaAi(m not only 
o£ an eDl^tened. understanding and: rdSaed taste^ but 
of openueas. q£ heart and goodnesai of. dispoaitimL. Hia 
name always carried mih it thai, weight and author!^ 
\f4uch are due to learning and g^us inevay situation* 
His manners were polished^* and hisi> conversation, ele* 
gant. In short, be- possessed every, qualification which 
Qould render him an enviable addition to the circle of 
every man's, friends. With such. a*, character,, as I was 
thep very young, l could not fail to* feel, an ambition of 
becoming aisquainted, when, die opportunity offered, and 
in sh short time, we were upon terms^ of familiarity. To 
ripen tfais familiarity into friendship, a& far a» the most 
awkward diffidence w<o>i)d permit^, wi^ my strenuous 
endeavonn If hi$' opinions, contradicted mine, L imne* 
di^^y,. withouit rcAAoning on* the subject, conceded the 
point to him> as ^matter of course that he raiustbe rights 
apd by consequence that I musti be wrongs Did he utter 
a witticism^ I wasr sui^a to laugh; wid if he- looked giwe^ 
though n€J39dy could tell- why, it was mine to graair. 
By thus conforming^ myself to* bis. humour, I flatlenxl 
myself Lwaf malongrsome progrefl^ in his: good; graces; 
but I. was soon undeoeived* A nsan seldom cares' much 
for that whiob cos^bs htm no paitia toi procure; Whether 
Germanicus found me a troublesome visitor, or whether 
he was really displeased with something I had unwit- 
ttn^y said or done^.. certain iti is, tiiai^^wbea I met him 
cmeday^ in companjiE: with persons oCi^qaweDt: fignea^ Im 
had: lo^t. alL ref^letstion d my featumk I cdlMb- 
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Atcih «ok>iW6 as ^nftdeiminy metik minds^r^^anNl the goddess 
^ritfa fear and -abhonence. 

Haxiiig condudtil, Ae aocused ^as called vKjfon forlKsr 
•Menee. 'She immedialely, -with ^ gracdiil gesture^ lifted 
mp Aie ^veil. which -eomeifled hfir daGe^ and '^scorered 'a 
itouatoaance <8o soft, so lovely, and so -sweetly esqnressiv^ 
la no islrike 'die Hn^iciiAsrs -wiA invdluiltii]^ adnnrntiotr, 
and which, at one glance, overturned all the Simsy «o>- 
phistry of my poor friend the citizen ; and when the silver 
tones of 'her voiee mere ^leard, 4)e ^nnmnnrs, whidh until 
4thea had continually 'avisett iSmm the <erowd, were buAed 
to a4ead «till, «nd the whole muttitude «tood tisngfisced in 
.broathfess^ -attention. As near as I can oeoollect, these 
«r«pe the ^woids in ^ich dbe ^addressed herself Ho the 
throne 4of Wisdom : 

IshaU not deign to give a direct '^oMnmr :io the xxmom 
insinuations ixAich have been ikraam out (gainst me by my 
•msemtr^ Let rtwnffioe that J ^declare my true history^ in 
ispposition ioiimt which has dieen so artfully fiduicated to 
wiy diaadvantage. .In that eariy age of the world iriteh 
iidaidsind fcdilowed ^ibe peaceful avocations oof a {laatcaral 
life ^y^ and conttentmient and harmony xt^gooA ki^every 
•viille, I wastiot known among men;' but when, in preceaa 
B£it\m^ Ambition and Vice, with their attendant 0vil% 
rWore'Sent«down asa seoviige io the human rac€^ I made 
my appearance. I am ^he o&pring of Mi^xrtone iand 
Vistne, and was sent by Haaixen to teach ray parents liow 
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t»>sapport their afflictions witHmi^aniimt^ A»Iigrew 
up^ I became die' ititimate firieoct* ofi th^- msesi? amtumg 
mem I was: the bosoms friend of PlaU^. a«d otben'iiibi- 
trioitt sages^ of antiquit}!^ aod' was^ tben oft^* known* by 
the name of Ptlilosopfay ; though) in pt^esent* timeBy wbictk 
tfiat dtl& i^ ueurped by mere^makers' of experiments, and 
inventors of bkicking«>cake8^ I am only known by die 
appellation of Melancholy. So far fi^om being of a discon* 
tented* cye^MMition, my veiy essience is {hous- and^ resigned 
contentment I- teach my votaries to^ support eveiy TidlEK 
situde of fortune with* calmness and fortitude. It is* mine 
to subduethe stormy propensitiesA of passion and vice^ to 
foster andv encourage th» piriiieiplto of benev^dlence and 
philanthropy, and to cherish and bring to.perfectkm die 
seeds of virtue and wisdom. Though feared and hated 
by those who, like my accuser, are ignomnt of- my nature, 
I am' courted' and cherished* by all the' truly wise^ the 
goodv and the great: the poet wooes- me^ as the goddess of 
inspiration*;: the true philosopher acknowledges himself 
indebted to me ibr his most' expansive views of humtti 
nature; the good man owes to me that hatred of the wrcmg 
and love of the right, and' tiiat disdain for the oonse- 
quences wiiich may result from the performance' of hi^ 
dutie% which keeps* him* good; and the religious fiieS'to me 
for the only dear and unitKHimba^' view- of the attrtbvtes 
and perfections- of the Deity. So far from being idtey my 
naind is^ ever on the wing in the re^ons^of fimey^ or that 
true- philosophy which opens the book- of hmttan naturei 
and dAiiiws' the soul- above the evik incident to life; IF I 
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am useless, in the same degree were Plato and Socratesi 
Locke and Paley, useless. It is true that my immediate 
influence is confined, but its effects are disseminated by 
m^ans of literature over every age and nation ; and man* 
kind, in every generation, and in every clime, may look 
to me as their remote illuminator, the original spring of 
the principal intellectual benefits they possess. But as 
there is no good without its attendant evil, so I have an 
elder sister, called Phrenzy, for whom I have often been 
mistaken, who sometimes follows close on my steps ; and 
to her I owe much of the obloquy which is attached to my 
name ; though the puerile accusation which has just been 
brought against me turns on points which apply more ex« 
clus;vely to myself. 

She ceased, and a dead pause ensued. The multitude 
seemed, strucpk with the fascination of her utterance and 
gesture^ and the sounds of her voice still seemed to vibrate 
qn every ear« The attention of the assembly, however, 
w^ soon recalled to the accuser ; and their indignation, at 
hk, baseness rose to such a height as to threaten general 
tumult, when the Goddess of Wisdom arose^ and waving 
her hand for silence, beckoned the prisoner to her, fdaced 
her on her right hand, and, with a sweet smile, acknow^ 
le4ged her for her old companion and friend. She then 
turned to the accuser, with a frown of severity so terrible, 
that I' involuntarily started with terror from my poor mis* 
guided firiend, and. with the violence of the start I awoke; 
and, instead of the throne of the Goddess of Wisdom, and 
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another word for some metaphysical conceit, or clumsy 
antithesis, contained in fourteen harsh lines, full of ob- 
scure inversions and ill-managed expletives. They bound 
themselves down to a pattern, which was in itself feulty; 
and they met with the common fate of servile imitatorst 
in retaining el\ the defects of their original, while th^ 
su£Pered the beauties to escape in the process. Their 
sonnets are like copies of a bad picture; however ac- 
curately copied, they are still bad. Our contemporaries, oa 
the contrary, have given scope to their genius in the son- 
net without restraint, sometimes even growing licentious in 
their liberty ; setting at defiance those rules which form its 
distinguishing peculiarity, and, under the name of sonnet, 
soaring or falling into ode or elegy. Their compositions, 
of course, are impressed with all those excellences which 
\¥Ould have marked their respective productions in any 
similar walk of poetry. 

It has never been disputed that the sonnet first arrived 
Qt celebrity in the Italian : a language which, as it abouQtts 
in a musical similarity of terminations, is more eminendj 
qualified to give ease and eloquence to the legitimate son- 
net, restricted as it is to stated and frequently-recurring 
rhymes of the same class. As to the inventors of this 
little structure of verse, they are involved in impenetrable 
obscurity. Some authors have ascribed it singly to Gui- 
tone D'Arezzo, an Italian poet of the thirteenth century ; 
but they have no sort of authority to adduce in support of 
their assertions. Arguing upon probabilities, with some 
slight coincidental corroborations, I should be inclined 






MSLAMCHDLY iiOUftS. 
(No. IV.) 

tKnrn(fo4LWOt t^puncoy ovSofMS ay oAActf) 06 ros hiawpa^ofitiHiS, 

IflOGR* 

The world has often heard of fortune-hunters^ legacy- 
hunters, popularity-hunters, and hunters of various de- 
scriptions — one diversity, however, of this very extensive 
species has hitherto eluded public animadversion; I allude 
to the class of friend-hunters — men who make it the busi- 
ness of their lives to acquire friends, in the hope, through 
their influence, to arrive at some desirable point of ambi- 
tious eminence. Of all the mortifications and anxieties to 
which mankind voluntarily subject themselves, from the 
expectation of future benefit, there are, perhaps, none 
tnare galling, none more insupportable, than those attend- 
ant on fiiend-making. — Show a man that you court his 
society, and it is a signal for him to treat you with neglect 
and contumely. * Humour his passions, and he despises 
you as a sycophant. Fay implicit deference to his opinions, 
and he laughs at you for your folly. In all, he views you 
with contempt, as the creature of his will, and the slave of 
his caprice. I remember I once solicited the acquaintance 
and coveted the fiiendship of one man ; and, thank Ood^ I 
can yet say (and I hope on my death-bed I shall be able 
to say the same) of only one man. 
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Gasnmmcus wMi a diaracter of ooirndsrahle GDain^nte 
in tbft literMy: W9i!ld4. He hftd the^ cq>tttaticm not mfy 
o£ an Goli^tened. understanding andc refined: taste^ but 
of openness^ c£ heart and goodnesai oC: dispositiott.. His 
name alw^3f canried witb it that; weight and aut^ritjF 
which are due to learning and, genius in, enr^ry situ^Ltion« 
His manners, ware polisfaed^^ and hisi^ conversation, ele* 
f^U In shorl, be- possessed every/ qualification which 
QOu}d render him an enviable addition to the. circle of 
every man's, friends. With such; sk. diaracter^. as I was 
thep very young, I^ could not fail to* feel: aa ambition of 
beaming acquainted, when; the opportunist offered,, and 
in a: short time, we were upon terms, of familiarity. To 
ripen-, this familiarity into fi*iendsbip> a& far aa the most 
tkwkw0id diffidisnce WQuid^ permit^, was my streiiuous 
end^voim If hLs; opinions^ contradicted mine, L ifiEKiitf^ 
diattely,, withouj; i^e«i^mng onvtbe mibject^ conceded the 
p<Hnt to hiqi.aa^ matter- of course that he must be ri^t) 
a^d by Gonsequ^nfoe'thatl mus(» be wrongs Did he utier 
a witticism^ I was, sutia^ to liaugjli'; mid if> hei lodbed gnMre^ 
though nobody could tell-, why^ it was mine- to gnwir. 
By thus conforming- myself; to: his. humour, I flattered 
ipyaelf I; was maHngrseme progress in his: good^ graces; 
but Lw«$ soon undeeeived. A man- seldom cares: muoh 
for that whigh costs him no paina tot(MSocura Whether 
Germanicus found me a troublesome visitor, or wh^faer 
he was really displeased with something I had unwit- 
tifi^y said or dme^. certain it iss thatvwhea I met him 
0110} day> in company with persons o£ i^qoiareDt figure, he 
hadl lost, all rf^CKJlepticm of my ftatunBts. I called upon 
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him, but Oermanicus was not at home. Again and 
Again I gave a hesitating knock at the great man's door — 
ail was to no purpose^ He was still not at home. The 
sly meaning, however, which was couched in the sneer 
of the servant the last time that, half ashamed of my 
errand, I made my enquiries at his house, convinced 
me of what I ought to have known before, that Ger- 
liianicus was at home to all the world save me* I be- 
lieve, with all my seeming humility, I am a confounded 
proud fellow at bottom ; my rage at this discovery, 
therefore, may be better conceived than described. Ten 
thousand curses did I imprecate on the foolish vanity 
which led me so solicit the friendship of my superior ; and 
again and again did I vow down eternal vengeance on 
my head, if I evermore condescended thtts to cmrt the 
acquaintance of man. To this resolution I believe I shal . 
ever adliere. If I am destined to make any progress in 
the world, it will be by my own individual exertions. 
As' I elbow my way through the crowded vale of life, 
I will nevei^ in any emergency, call on my selfish neigh- 
hour for assistance. If my strength give way beneath die 
t>nessm['e of calamity, I shall sink without ^is whine of 
hypocritical condolence; and if I do sink, let him kick 
me into a ditch, and go about his business* I asked not 
his assistance while living, it will be of no service to me 
when dead. 

Believe me, reader, whoever thou mayest be, there 
are few among mortals whose friendship, when acquired, 
will rdpay thke for the meanness of sdiicitation« If a 
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man voluntarily holds otit fais hand la thee^ take it wit& 
caution. If thou find him honest, be not backward ta re- 
ceive his proffered assistance ; and be anxious, when occa- 
sion shall require to yield to him thine own. A real friend 
is the most valuable blessing a man can possess ; and, mark 
me, it is by far the most rare. It is a black swan. But; 
whatever thou mayest do, solicit not friendship. If thou 
art young, and would make thy way in the world, Irind 
thyself a seven years' apprentice to a city tallow-chandler^ 
and thou mayest in time come to be lord mayor. Mafny 
people have made their fortunes at a tailor's board. Perit 
wig-makers have been known to buy their country-seat!^ 
and bellows-menders have started their curricles; but 
seldom, very seldom, has the man who placed his d€$- 
pendence on the friendship of his fellow-men arrived at 
even the shadow of the honours to which, throc^h that 
medium, he aspired. Nay, ^ven if thou shouldst find a 
friend ready to lend thee a helping hand, the moment, bjf 
his assistance, thou hast gained some little eminence, ha 
will be the first to hurl thee down to tliy primitive^ aafed 
now, perhaps, irremediable obscurity. 

Yet I see no more reason for complaint on the^ groimd 
of the fallacy of human, friendship, than I do for any.othef 
ordonnance of nature, which may appear to run counter tb 
our happiness. Man is naturally a selfish oreature ;^a9dt it 
is only by the aid of philosophy that he can so &r conquei: 
the defects of his being, as to b^ capable of disinterested 
friendship. Who^ then, can expect to- find that benign 
disposition, which manifests itself in acts of disinterested 
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yKbo cMrpmu^ philosophy to thstmob? * 

Tibet Decluse,. who dber. not. easily assiiinilate with tbci 
Iftcacd^of. manluiul^t aiid.wbo8e^ mfameis with.diffieiilty bmd 
tor liie peseuUarities of others,, is net. lihdyto baye maoy 
fttiJHends. His enjoyments^, therefor^ must fate s<^tai7» 
1^1169 aad.melancholy* Hit* only friend i» himseifL As he 
fdi» inusiense^ in neverie by his? midnight fice, and: hean» 
witbout the wild* gusts of wind fitfully careering.over the 
plain, he-listens sadly attentive;, and as the vaded intoa«« 
atioQs* of ihe. howling^ blast articulate to his ^tbufiiasdo 
ear, he-oonverses with the spicits- of the depaitedi. wbile^ 
between eaeh dreary pause ofl the stonn, he holds solitaiy 
Qpmmumon-with. himself. Such is^ tho social intercourse 
oCthe reduse; yet hofrequendy fe^s the. sq&. consolations 
of fiiendsbip^. A heart formed for the^ gentler emottons^of 
die soul often feelsr as strongs an interest for what am 
called^ bndesi ^ most bipedsi i^ect to feelifor each oduar; 
Mcmtaignerhad'.lHs oat; I have read of a man whose only 
friend was a large spider;} and Trendy in his; dungson^ 
would sooner have lost his right hand, than the poor 
littkhmousfl^ whicb,. gixxwn confid^t.with indulg$»ce^ used 
to.b^gfule the ' tedious. bounr. of imprisonment widi its gmn* 



^ By the word mob bare» the author does not mean to ihdude merely 
iSie'lower dasses. In tlie pfesent* acceptation^ ittdces in a great part 
sfllMFniob of: quality; men- who are either too ignorant, or too much 
taken up Miith base ^ndgroYeUing pursuits, to have room for any of the 
more amiable aflections. 
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bols. For my own part, I believe my dog, who at this 
moment, seated on his hinder l^s, is wistiiilly sunreying 
me, as if he was conscious of all that is passing in my 
mind : — my 'dc^ ^^^9 ^^^ sineefi^ 4ttid, whatever the 
world may say, nearly as dear a fiiend, as any I possess : 
and, when I shall receive that ^summons which may not 
now be fiur distant, he will whine a funeral requiem over 
my grave, nxif« (Hieousfyihaa «U4he Jtucadin^^ 
Christendom. Well, *wellr "poor Bob has had ^ %ind mas- 
ter of me; and* for any .-part, I verily believe there are 
&w things «n this earth I shall leave with more r^pret than 
this &ithful companion of the happy hours of my in£mcy. 



270 



MELANCHOLY HOURS. 



(No. V.) 



U% Sonnet satu defaut vaut setd un long poeme, 
Moii fin vain miUe tndeurs y pensent nrrwer: 

A peine 

peut'Oh admirer deuxou trois enire miSe. 

BoiLEAD* 



There is no species of poetry which is better adapted 
to the taste of a melancholy man than the sonnet. While 
ks brevity precludes the possibility of its becoming tire- 
some, and its full and expected close accords well with his 
dejected, and perhaps somewhat languid tone of mind, its 
elegiac delicacy and querimonious plaintiveness come in 
pleasing consonance with his feelings. 

This elegant little poem has met with a peculiar fate in 
this country : half a century ago it was regarded as utterly 
repugnant to the nature of our language, while at present 
it is the popular vehicle of the most admired sentiments of 
our best living poets. This remarkable mutation in the 
opinions of our countrymen may, however, be accounted 
for on plain and common principles. The earlier English 
sonnetteers confined themselves in general too strictly to 
the Italian model, as well in the disposition of the rhymes, 
as in the cast of the ideas. A sonnet with them was only 
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another word for some metaphysical conceit, or clumsy 
antithesis, contained in fourteen harsh lines, full of obr 
scure inversions and ill-managed expletives. They bound 
themselves down to a pattern, which was in itself faulty; 
and they met with the common fate of servile imitators, 
in retaining all the defects of their original, while they 
suffered the beauties to escape in the process. Their 
sonnets are like copies of a bad picture; however ao- 
curately copied, they are still bad. Our contemporaries, on 
the contrary, have given scope to their genius in the son- 
net without restraint, sometimes even growing licentious in 
their liberty ; setting at defiance those rules which form its 
distinguishing peculiarity, and, under the name of sonnet, 
soaring or falling into ode or elegy. Their compositions, 
of course, are impressed with all those excell^ices which 
would have marked their respective productions in any 
similar walk of poetry. 

It has never been disputed that the sonnet first arrived 
at celebrity in the Italian : a language which, as it abounds 
in a musical similarity of terminations, is more eminently 
qualified to give ease and eloquence to the legitimate son- 
net, restricted as it is to stated and frequently-recurring 
rhymes of the same class. As to the inventors of this 
little structure of verse, they are involved in impenetrable 
obscurity. Some authors have ascribed it singly to Gui- 
tone D'Arezzo, an Italian poet of the thirteenth century ; 
but they have no sort of authority to adduce in support of 
their assertions. Arguing upon probabilities, with some 
slight coincidental corroborations, I should be inclined 
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to maintain that its origin fiifiybe«refenred io^an^ctolier 
jieriod; that it may be looked £br among the Proveti9alfl, 
fwho'left scarcely any -oombinatioQ tif metrioal (soun^ >im- 
«itdnipted ; and mho, delighting «8 ihey did in -aomid «nd 
)k^^ might ▼eiy peesil^y strike cut this humomous 
•atimza of fourteen lines. Be this as it may, Baale and 
mtvarch were 4ihe .first poets who rendered it popular.; land 
to Dante aad Petra»ch> dierefi>re, we must resort iox its 
acquired lules. 

In an ingenious paper of Dr. Druse's ^^ Literary Hoursi'' 
a book ^mhich I have read again and -again with undim*- 
nished pleasure^ the merits of the ^cariotts £i|glidi writers 
in diis delioate mode of composition -Mre ^preoiated with 
muoh justioe and dkacrimination. His ^oien^on tot 
MUton, howevec» has, if I may venture to oppose my 
judgment to his, carried him too far 4n praise of his aen- 
nets. Those to the Nightingale and to Mr- Lawrence are, 
I think, alone mititled to the ipruse of mediocrity ; «nd, if 
my iBemoryfea .me aot, my opimoo is sauctioiied by 
the testimoE^ of our late iUustrious biographer oi the 
poets. 

The sonnets of Drummond are characterised as ex- 
quisite. It is somewhat strange, if this description be just^ 
that they should so long have sunk into utter oblivion, to 
be revived only by a species of black-letter mania, which 
prevailed during th^ latter half of the eighteenth century^ 
and of which some vostiges yet remain ; the more espe- 
cially as Dr. Jdmson, to wh<Mn tbey could scarcdly be 
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unknown, tells us, that " The fabric of the sonnet has 
never succeeded in our language." For my own part I 
can say nothing of them. I have long sought a copy of 
Drummond's works, and I have sought it in vain ; but 
irom specimens which I have casually met with in quo- 
tations, I am forcibly inclined to favour the idea, that, 
as they possess natural and pathetic sentiments, clothed 
in tolerably harmonious language, they are entitled to the 
praise which has been so liberally bestowed on them. . 

Sir Philip Sidney's Astrophel and Stella consists of a 
number of sonnets, which have been unaccountably passed 
over by Dr. Drake, and all our other critics who have 
written on this subject. Many of them are .eminently 
beautiful. The works of this neglected poet may occupy 
a future number of my lucubrations. 

Excepting these two poets, I believe there is scarcely 
a writer who has arrived at any degree of excellence in 
the sonnet, until of late years, when our vernacular bards 
have raised it to a degree of eminence and dignity 
among the various kinds of poetical composition, which 
seems almost incompatible with its very circumscribed < 
limits. 

Passing over the classical compositions of Warton, 
which are formed more on the model of the Greek epi- 
gram, or epitaph, than the Italian sonnet, Mr. Bowles and 
Charlotte Smith are the first modern writers who have met 
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with distingui&lied success in the sonnet. Those of the 
former, in particular, ^r^ standards of excellence in this 

department. To much natural and accurate description, they 
unite a strain of the most exquisitely tender and delicate 
sentiment; and, with a nervous strength of diction* and a 
wild freedom of versification, they combine an euphonious 
melody, and consonant cadence, unequalled in the Eng- 
lish language. While they possess,^ however^ the superi(»r 
merit of an original style, they are not unfrequently de- 
formed by instances of that ambitious singularity which is 
but too frequently its concomitant Of these the intro- 
duction of rhymes long since obsolete, is not the least 
striking. Though, in some cases, these revivals of anti- 
quated phrase have a pleasing effect, yet they are oftentimes 
uncouth and repulsive. Mr. Bowles has almost always 
thrown aside the common rules of the sonnet; his pieces 
have no more claim to that specific denomination, than that 
they are confined to fourteen lines. How far this deviation 
from established principle is justifiable, may be disputed : 
for if, on the one hand, it be alleded that the confinement 
to the stated repetition of rhymes, so distant and frequent, 
is a restraint which is not compensated by an adequate 
^fect on the other,, it must be conceded, that these little 
poems are no longer sonnets than while they conform to 
the rules of the sonnet, and that the moment they forsake 
them, they ought to resign the appellation. 

The name bears evident a£Snity to. the Italian sondire^ 
** to resound'* ^ ^^ sifig around" which originated in the 
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Latin sonaiiSj — ^ sounding, jinglingf ringing : or, indeed, it 
may ccnne immediately from the French sonner, to sounds 
or ringy in whtcb language, it is observable, we first meet 
with the word sonnette, where it signifies a little bell^ 
and sonnettier^ a maker of little bells ; and this derivation 
affords a presumption, almost amounting to certainty^ 
that the conjecture before advanced, that the sonnet ori- 
ginated with the Proven^als^ is well founded. It is some- 
what strange dbat these contending dmtations have not 
been before observed^ as they tend to settle a^ question, 
whichy however intrinsically unimportant, is curious, and 
has been mncb i^tated. 

But, wherever the name originated, it evidendy bears 

relation only to the peculiarity of a set of chiming and 

jingling terminations, and of eouroe can no loi^r be 

applied with propfl^ty where that pecofiarity is not 

preserved* 

The single stanza of fourteen lines^ properly varied in 
their correspondent closes, is, notwithstanding, so well 
adapted for the eKpyesskxt of any^pathedc sentiment, and 
is so pleasing and s^tssfactory to the ear, when once ai^- 
cnstomed to it, that our poeCFy would soSksi a material 
loss were it to be dic^sed through a rigid adherence to 
mere propriety of name. At the same time, our langui^ 
.does not supply a siiffid^icy of similar terminatiomr to 
vender the strict cibservance of its rules at all easy,^ c^ coni- 
{Mtible- with' ease ot ele^noe. The only question,^ therc^ 
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fore, isy whether the ftiusical effect produced by the ad- 
herence rto this difficult structure of verse overbalance the 
restraint *^.it imposes on the poet, and in case we decide in 
the. negative, -whether we ought to preserve the denomin- 
ation of 50»n^,; when we utterly renounce the very peculia- 
rities which procured it that cognomen. 

In. the present enlightened age, I think it will not be 
disputed; that mere jingle and sound ought invariably to 
be sacrificed to sentiment and expression. Musical effect 
is a very subordinate consideration; it is the gilding to 
the cornices of a Vitruvian edifice ; the ; colouring to & 
shaded design of Michael Angelo. In its place^ it adds to 
the effect of the whole; but, when rendered a principal 
object of attention, it is ridiculous and disgusting. > Rhyme 
is no necjessary adjunct of true poetry; Southey^s Tha- 
laba is a fiine poem, with no rhyme, and very little measure 
or metre ; and the production which is reduced to mere 
prose, by being deprived of its jingle, could never possess, 
in any state, the marks of inspiration. 

So. far, therefore, I am of opinion that it is advisable 
to renounce ' the Italic fabric altogether. We have 
already sufficient restrictions laid upon us by the metrical 
laws of our native tongue, and I do not see any reason 
out of a blind regard for precedent, to tie ourselves to a 
difficult structure of verse, which probably originated 
with the Troulyidours, or wmidering bards of France and 
Normandy, or with a yet ruder race, one which is not 
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productive of any rational effect, and which only pleases 
the ear by frequent repetition, as men who have once had 
the greatest aversion to strong wines and spirituous 
liquors, are, by habit, at last brought to regard them as 
delicacies. 

In advancing this opinion, I am aware that I am oppos- 
ing myself to the declared sentiments of many individuals 
whom I greatly respect and admire. Miss Seward (and 
Miss Seward is in herself a host) has, both theoretically 
and practically, defended the Italian structure. Mr. Capel 
Lofil has likewise &voured the world' \Hith many sonnets, 
in which he shows his approral of the legitimate model by 
his adherence to its rules, and many of the beautiful poems 
of Mrs. Lofit, published in the Monthly Mirror, are like- 
wise successfully formed by those rules. Much, however, 
as I admire these writers, and ample as is the credence I 
give to their critical discrimination, I cannot, on mature 
reflection, subscribe to their position of the expediency of 
adopting this structure in our poetry, and I attribute their 
success in it more to their individual powers, which would 
have surmounted much greater difiiculties, than to the 
adaptability of this foreign fabric to our stubborn and 
intractable language. 

If the question, however, turn only on the propriety of 
giving to a poem a name which must be acknowledged to 
be entirely inappropriate, and to which it can have no sort 
of claim, I must confess that it is manifestly indefensible, 
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find we must then either pitch upon another appellation 
for our quatorzain, or banish it from our language; a 
measure which every lover of true poetry must sincerely 
lament. 
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Full many a flow'r is born to blush unseen^ 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

GRikV. 



Poetry is a blossom of very delicate growth; it re- 
quires the maturing influence of vernal suns, and every en- 
couragement of culture and attention, to bring it to it» 
natural perfection. The pursuits of the mathematician, or 
the mechanical genius, are such as require rather strength 
and insensibility of mind, than that exquisite and finely- 
wrought susceptibility, which invariably marks the temper- 
ament of the true poet ; and it is for this reason, that, while 
men of science have not unfrequently arisen from the 
abodes of poverty and labour, very few legitimate children 
of the Muse have ever : emerged from the shades of here- 
ditary obscurity. 

It is painful to reflect how many a bard now lies, name- 
less and forgotten, in the narrow house, who, had he been 
bom to competence and leisure, might have usurped the 
laurels from the most distinguished personages in the tem- 
pie of Fame. The very consciousness of m^it itself 
often acts in direct opposition to a stimulus to exertion, by 
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exciting that mournful indignation at supposititious neglect, 
which urges a sullen concealment of talent, and drives its 
possessor to that misanthropic discontent which preys on 
the vitals, and soon produces untimely mortality. A senti- 
ment like this has, no doubt, often actuated beings, who at- 
tracted notice, perhaps, while they lived, only by their 
singularity, and who were forgotten almost ere their parent 
earth had closed over their heads, — beings who lived but 
to mourn and to languish for what they were never des- 
tined to enjoy, and whose exalted endowments were buried 
with them in their graves, by the want of a little of that 
superfluity which serves to pamper the debased appetites of 
the enervated sons of luxury and sloth. 

The present age, however, has furnished us with two 
illustrious instances of poverty bursting through the doud 
of surrounding impediments into the full blaze of notoriety 
and eminence. I allude to the two Bloomfields, bards who 
may challenge a comparison with the most distinguished 
favourites of the Muse, and who both passed the day-spring 
of life in labour, indigence, and obscurity. 

The author of the Farmer's Boy hath already received 
the applause he justly deserved. It yet remains for the 
Essay on War to enjoy all the distinction it so richly 
merits, as well from its sterling worth, as from the cir- 
cumstance of its author. Whether the present age will 
be inclined to do it full justice, may indeed be feared. 
Had Mr. Nathaniel Bloomfield made his appearance in 

16 
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the horizon of letters prior to his brother, he would un- 
doubtedly have been considered as a meteor of uncommon 
attraction; the critics would have admired, because 
it would have been the fashion to admire. But it is to 
be apprehended that our countrymen become inured 
to phenomena; — it is to be apprehended that the fri- 
volity of the age cannot endure a repetition of the un- 
common — that it will no longer be the rage to patronise 
indigent merit: that the beau monde will therefore neglect, 
and that, by a necessary consequence, the critics will 
sneer ! ! 

Nevertheless, sooner or later, merit will meet with it^ 
reward ; and though the popularity of Mr. Bloomfield 
may be delayed, he must^ at one time or other, receive 
the meed due to its deserts. Posterity will judge impar- 
tially, and if bold and ^ivid images, and original con- 
ceptions, luminously displayed, and judiciously apposed, 
have any claim to the regard of mankind, the name of 
Nathaniel Bloomfield will not be without its high and 
appropriate honours. 

Rousseau very truly observes, that with whatever 
talent a man may be born, the art of writing is not easily 
obtained. If this be applicable to men enjoying every 
advantage of scholastic initiation, how much more for- 
cibly must it apply to the offspring of a poor village 
tailor, untaught, and destitute both of- the means and 
the time necessary for the cultivation of the mind ! If 
the art of writing be of difficult attainment to those who 
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make it the study of their, lives, what must it be to hini;, 
who perhaps, for the first forty years of his life, never en- 
tertained a thought that any thing he could write would 
be deemed worthy of the attention of the public ! — whose 
only time fi>r rumination was such as a sedentary and 
sickly employment would allow ; on the tailor's board, sur- 
rounded with men, perhaps, of depraved and rude habits, 
and impure conversation ! 

And yet that Mr. N. Bloomfield's poems display 
acuteness of remark, and delicacy of sentiment, com- 
bined with much strength, and considerable selection of 
diction, few will deny. The Paean to Gunpowder would 
alone prove both his power of language, and the fertility 
of his imagination; and the following extract presents 
him to us in the still higher character of a bold and 
vivid painter. Describing the field after a battle, he 
says, 

Now here and there, about the horrid field. 
Striding across the dying and the dead. 
Stalks up a man, by strength superior. 
Or skill and prowess in the arduous fight, 
Preserved alive : — fainting he looks around ; 
Fearing pursuit — not caring to* pursue. 
The supplicating voice of bitterest moans. 
Contortions of excruciating pain. 
The shriek of torture, and the groan of death, 
Surround him ; — and as Night her mantle spreads, . 
To veil the horrors of the mourning field, 

14 
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With cautious step shaping his devious way. 
He seeks a covert where to hide and rest : 
At every leaf that rustles in die breeze 
Starting, he grasps his sword ; and every nerve 
Is ready strain'd, for combat or for flight. 

P. 12. Essay on War. 

If Mr. Bloomfield had written nothing besides the £legy 
on the Enclosure of Honington Oreen, he would have had 
a right to be considered as a poet of no mean excellence. 
The heart which can read passages like the following, with'- 
out a sympathetic emotion, must be dead to every feeling 
of sensibility. 

STANZA VI. 

The proud city's gay wealthy train. 

Who nought but refinement adore, 
May wonder to hear me complain 

That Honington Green is no more ; 
But if to the church you e*er went, 

If you knew what the village has been. 
You will s}mipathise while I lament 

The enclosure of Honington Green. 

VII. 

That no more upon Honington Green 
Dwells the matron whom most I revere, 

If by pert Observation unseen, 

I e'en now could indulge a fond tear. 
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Ere her bright morn of life was o'ercast^ 
When my senses first woke to the scene» 

Some short happy hours she had past 
On the margin of Honington Green. 



VIII. 

Her parents with plenty were blest, 

And numerous her children, and youn^ 
Youth's blossoms her cheek yet possest. 

And melody woke when she sung : 
A widow so youthful to leave, 

(Early clos'd the blest days he had seen,) 
My father was laid in his grave, 

In the church<-yard on Honington Green* 



XXL 

Dear to me was the wild thorny hill. 

And dear the brown heath's sober scene; 
And youth shall find happiness still. 

Though he rove not on common or green* 

• ♦ • # # 

XXII. 

So happily fiexile man's make, 

So pliantly docile his^ mind, 
Surrounding impressions we take, 

And bliss in each circumstance^find* 
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The youths of a more polishM age 

Shall not wish these rude commons to see ; 

To the bird that's inur'd to the cage, 
It would not be bliss to be free. 

There is a sweet and tender melancholy pervades tlie 
elegiac-ballad efforts of Mr. Bloomfield, which has the most 
indescribable effects on the heart. Were the versification a 
little more polished, in some instances, they would be read 
with unmixed delight. It is to be hoped that he will cul- 
tivate this engaging species of composition, and, (if I may 
venture to throw out the hint,) if judgment may be formed 
from the poems he has published, he would excel in sacred 
poetry. Most heartily do I recommend the lyre of David 
to this engaging bard* . Divine topics have seldom been 
touched upon with success by our modem Muses: they 
afford a field in which he would have few competitors, and 
it is a field worthy of his abilities. 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(No. vn.*) 

4 

If the situation of man, in the present life, be con- 
sidered in all its relations and dependencies, a striking in-s 
consistency will be apparent to a very cnrsory observer. 
We have sure warrant for believing that our abode here 
is to form a comparatively ins^nificant part of our exist- 
ence, and that on our conduct in this life wiR depend the 
happiness of the life to come ; yet our actions daily give 
the lie to this proposition, inasmuch as we commonly act 
like men who have no thought but for the present scene, 
and to whom the grave is the boundary of anticipation. 
But this is not tlie only paradox which humanity furnishes 
to the eye of a thinking man. It is very generally the 
case, that we spend our whole lives in the pursuit of ob- 
jects, which common experience informs us are not capa- 
ble of conferring that pleasure and satisfaction which we 
expect from their enjoyment. Our views are uniformly 
directed to one point : — happiness^ in whatever garb it be 
clad, and under whatever figure shadowed, is the great 
aim of tlie busy multitudes, whom we behold toiling 



* My predecessor, the Spectator, considering that the seventh part 
of our time is set apart for religious purposes, devoted every seventh 
lucubration to matters connected with Christianity, and the severer part 
of morals; I trust none of my readers will regret that, in this instance, 
I follow so good an example 



287 



through the vale of life, in such an infinite diversity of 
occupation, and disparity of views. But the misfortune 
is, that we seek for Happiness where she is not to be found, 
and the cause of wonder, that the experience of ages 
should not have guarded us against so fatal and so uni- 
versal an error. 

It would be an amusing speculation to consider the 
various points after which our fellow-mortals are inces- 
santly straining, and in the possession of which they have 
placed that imaginary chief good which we are all 
doomed to covet, but which, perhaps, none of us, in this 
sublunary state, can attain. At present, however, we 
are led to considerations of a more important nature. 
We turn from the inconsistencies observable in the prose- 
cution of our subordinate pursuits, from the partial fol- 
lies of individuals, to the general delusion which seems to 
envelope the whole human race : — the delusion under 
whose influence they lose sight of the chief end of their 
being, and cut down the sphere of their hopes and Enjoy- 
ments to a few rolling years, and tiiat, too, in a scene where 
they know there is neither perfect fruition nor permanent 
delight 

The faculty of contemplating mankind in the abstract, 
apart from those prepossessions which, both by nature 
and the power of habitual associations, would intervene to 
cloud our viey^j is only to be obtained by a life of virtue 
and constant meditation, by temperance, and purity of 
thought Whenever it is attained, it must greatly t^d 
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to correct our motives — to simplify our desires — and to 
excite a spirit of contentment and pious resignation.' We 
then, at length, are enabled to contemplate our being, in 
all its bearings, and in its full extent, and the result is, that 
superiority to common views, . and indifference to the 
things of this life, which should be the fruit of all true 
philosophy, and which, therefore^ are the more peculiar 
fruits of that system of philosophy which is called the 
Christian. 

To a mind thus sublimed, the great mass of mankind 
will appear like men led astray by the workings of wild 
and distempered imaginations -^ visionaries, who are wan- 
dering after the phantoms of their own teeming brains ; 
and their anxious solicitude for mere matters of worldly 
accommodation and ease will seem more like the effects 
of insanity than of prudent foresight, as they are esteem- 
ed. To the awful importance of futurity he will observe 

them utterly insensible ; and he will see with astonish- 
ment the few allotted years of human life wasted in pro- 
viding abundance they will never enjoy, while the eter- 
nity they are placed here to prepare for, scarcely employs 
a moment's consideration. And yet the mass of these 
poor wanderers in the ways of error, have the light of 
truth shining on their very foreheads. They have the re- 
velation of Almighty God himself, to declare to them the 
folly of worldly cares, and the necessity for providing for *. 
a future state of existence. They know. by the expe- 
rience of every preceding generation, that a very small por-- 
tionof joy is allowed to the poor sojourners in this vale of 
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tears, and that, too, embittered with much pain and fear^ 
and yet every one is willing to flatter himself that he shall 
fare better than his predecessor in the same path, and thai 
happiness will smile on him, which hath frowned on all hi^ 
progenitors. ^ 

Still it would be wrong to deny the human race all 
claim to temporal felicity. There may be ^comparative: 
although very little positive happiness: — whoever is jnoriS; 
exempt from the cares of the world and the calamities in- 
cident to humanity — whoever enjoys more contentment of 
inind, and is more resigned to the dispensations of Divine 
Providence — in a word, whoever possesses more of the 
true spirit of Christianity than his neighbours, is compara^ 
tively happy. But the number of these, it is to be feared)> 
is very small. Were all men equally enlightened by the 
illuminations of truth, as emanating from the Spirit of .Je- 
hovah himself, they would all concur in the pursuit.of virturr 
ous ends by virtuous means — as there would be no vice, 
there would be very little infelicity. Every pain would be. 
met with fortitude, every affliction with resignation. We: 
should then all lookback to the past with complacency, 
and to the future with hope. Even this unstable state of 
being would have many exquisite enjoyments — the prin*: 
cipal of which would be the anticipation of that approach- 
ing state of beatitude to which we might then look with con- 
fidence, through the medium of that . atonement of which 
we should be partakers^ and our acceptance, by virtue of 
which, would be sealed by that purity of mind of which 
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iuunaft natuxe is^ of Usdf^ iacapable. But it is from the 
iMstalres and miscalciilatioiis of mmikiiid, to wbieh their 
fiiUen natuces are continually prone, that arises that flood 
of mistBTfr vdiieh e^rwhdms the whole race, and resounds 
wherever the footsteps of man have penetrated. It is. the 
lamentable error of placing happiness in vicious indul- 
Ifencesy or thinking to pursue it by vicious* means« It is the 
Uiad fellj^df sacrifimig»tbe wdfilreof the futanre to the op- 
portunity of immediate guilty gratification, which destroys 
tile harmony of society, and pmsons the peace^ not only of 
tiie.imniediale pvoei«atov» of die errors — * not only of the 
identioal aetors of the vices themselves, but of all those of 
Aeir fellows wko^ &11 within the reach of their influence of 
example, or who are in any wise connected witk them by 
tfae» ties of blood. 

I would therefore exhort you earnestly — you who are 
yet unskilled in the ways of the wodd-^to beware on 
what object you concentre your hopes* Pleasures may 
allure — pride or ambition may stimulate; but their fruits 
are hollow; and deceitful,, and they afibrd no sure, no 
solid sfttis&ction. You are plajced on the earth in a 
state of prdsatioB)-^ your continuance h^e will be, at 
the longest, a very short period; and when yon are called 
from hence you ^nge into an eternity, t^ completion of 
which will be in oorreiq[)ondence to your past life — unutter- 
ably ha]i^y or inconceivably miserable. Your &te wiU 
probably depend on» your early pursuits — it will be these 
which will give the tarn to. ytnir character and to your 
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pleasures. I beseech you, therefore, with a meek and 
lowly spirit, to read the pages of that Book which the 
wisest and best of fofen havd aubknoWfedged to be the word 
of God, you will there find a rule of moral conduct, such 
as the world never had any idea of before its divulgation. 
If you covet earthly happiness, it is only to be found in 
the path you will find there laid down, and I can confi- 
dently promise you> in a life of sitaplicity and purity, a 
life passed in accordance with the Divine word, such sub- 
stantial bliss, such unruffled peace, as is no where else to 
be found. All other schemes of earthly pleasure at^ fleet- 
ing and unsatis&etory. Th^ all emuA upon th^tn fepetk%- 
ance and bitterness df thought. This alone enduretfi tot 
ever — thid alone embraces equally the present and die 
future — this alone can aitn a man figainst evevjr cakmitf 
*— can alone shed the balm of peace over that scene 6F life 
when pleasured hdve lost their ziest, and the mind cart tio 
longer look forward to the dark und mysteiioiifiH fllttire^ 
Above ally^ beware of the ignus fktuu» of false philoi^hy : 
that must be a very defective system of ethics which will 
not bear a man through the most trying stage of his exist- 
ence, and I know of none that will do it but the Christian. 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(No. vin.) 

'^OoTi; 7<6yoxf5 yap wapoKara^iaiv &s XaBiw 

£|er w€v, lUiuc6s, iffrty, fj hcpvr^s &yay. 

-^— — ^9os 94 y iurlv t^JupoTfpoi Kcucot, 

Anaxandeides apud Suioam. 

. . Much has been said of late on the subject of tn- 
scriptive writing; and that, in my opinion, to very little 
purpose. Dr. Drake, when treating on this topic, is, 
for once, inconclusive; but his essay does credit to his 
discernment, however little it may honour him as a pro- 
mulgator of the laws of criticism: the exquisite speci- 
mens it contains prove that the Doctor has a feeling a£ 
propriety and general excellence, although he may be 
.unhappy in defining them. Boileau says, briefly, " Les 
inscriptions doivent 6tre simples^ caurtes^ et familiaresJ* 
.We have, however, many examples of this kind of writing 
in our language, which, although they possess none of 
these qualities, are esteemed excellent. Akenside's classic 
imitations are not at all simple^ nothing shorty and the very 
reverse of familiar ; yet who can deny that they are 
beautiful, and in some instances appropriate ? Southey's 
inscriptions are noble pieces ; — for the opposite qualities 
of tenderness and dignity, sweetness of imagery and terse- 
ness of moral, unrivalled. They are perhaps wanting in 
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propriety; and (which is the criterion) produce a much 
better efiect in a book, than they would on a column or a 
cenotaph. There is a certain chaste and majestic gravij;y 
expected from the voice of tombs and monuments, 
which probably would displease in epitaphs never intended 
to be engraved, and inscriptions for obelisks which never 
existed. 

When a man visits the tomb of an illustrious charac- 
ter, a spot remarkable for some memorable deed, or a 
scene connected by its natural sublimity with the higher 
feelings of the breast, he is in ^ mood only for the 
nervous, the concise, and the impressive; and he will 
turn with disgust alike from the puerile conceits of the 
epigrammatist, and the tedious prolixity of the herald. It 
is a nice thing to address the mind in the workings of 
generous enthusiasm. As words are not capable of ex- 
citing such an effervescence of the sublimer affections, 
• 

so they can do little towards increasing it. Their office 
is rather to point these feelings to a beneficial purpose, 
and by some noble sentiment, or exalted moral, to im- 
part to the mind that pleasure which results from warm 
emotions when connected with tiie virtuous and the ge- 
nerous. 

In the composition of inscriptive pieces, great atten- 
tion 'must be paid to local and topical propriety* The 
occasion, and the place, must not only regulate the 
tenor, but even the style of an inscription ; for what, in 

u 3 • 
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one case, woul^ be proper and agreeable, in another 
would be impertinent and disgusting. But these rules 
may always be taken for granted, that an inscription 
should be una&cted, and free from conceits; that no 
sentiment should be introduced of a trite pr hacknied 
nature; and that the design and the moral to be incul- 
cated should be of sufficient importance to merit the 
reader's attention, and ensure his regard. Who would 
think of setting a stone up in the wilderness to tell the 
traveller what he knew before, or what, when he hacj 
learnt for the first time, was not worth the knowing ? It 
would be equally absurd to call aside his attention to a 
simile or an epigrammatic point. Wit on a monument 
is like a jest from a judge, or a philosopher cutting capers. 
It is a severe mortification to meet with flippancy 
where we looked for solemnity, and meretricious ele- 
gance where the occasion led us to expect the una4orned 
inigesty of truth. 

'J'hat branch of inscriptive writing which jCommemo« 
rates the virtues of departed worth, or points out the 
ashes of men who yet live in the admiration of their 
posterity, is, of all others, the most interesting ; and, if 
properly managed, the most useful. 

It is not ^noiigh to proclaim to thp observer that he is 
drawing near to the reliques of the deceased genius, — - 
the occasion seems to provoke a few reflections. If these 
be ncUural^ they will be in unison with the feelr 
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ings of the reader ; and, if tbey tend where they ought to 
tend, they will leave him better than diey found him. 
But these reflections must not be too mmA proldMged. 
They must rather be hints than dissertations. It is suffi- 
cient to start the idea, and the imaginaticHi of the reader 
will pursue the train to much more advantage than the 
writer could do by words. 

Panegyric is seldom judicious in the ^itaphs on public 
characters ; for, if it be deserved, it cannot need publica- 
tion ; and if it be exi^geraCed, it will only serve to excite 
ridicule. When employed in memorizing the retired 
virtues of domestic life, and qualities which, though they 
only served to cheer the little circle of privacy, still de- 
served, from their unfrequency, to triumph, at least for a 
while, over the power of the grave, it may be interesting 
and salutary in its effects. To this purpose, however, it is 
rarely employed. An epitaph-book will seldom su{qplf 
the exigencies of character; and men of talents are not 
always, even in these fevoured times, at hand to eterntise 
the virtues of private life. 

The following epitaph, by Mr. Hayley, is inscribed on 
a monument to the memory of Cowper, in the church of 
East Dereham : 

*^ Ye who with warmth die public triumph feel 
Of talents dignified by sdcred-aed. 
Here to Devotion's bard devoutly just. 
Pay your fond tribute due to Cowper's dust ! 

u 4 
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England, exulting in his spotless fame, 
Ranks with her dearest sons his fav'rite name : 
Sense, Fancy, Wit, conspire not all to raise 
So clear a title to Affection's praise : 
His highest honours to the heart belong ; 
His virtues form'd the magic of his song." 

" This epitaph," says a periodical critic*, " is simply 
el^ant, and appropriately just" I regard this sen- 
tence as peculiarly unfortunate ; for the epitaph iseems to 
me to be elegant without simplicity , and just without 
propriety* No one will deny that it is correctly written, 
dnd that it is not destitute of grace ; but in what consists 
its simplicity I am at a loss to imagine. The initial ad- 
dress is laboured and circumlocutory. There is some- 
thing artificial rather than otherwise in the personifica- 
tion of England ; and her ranking the poet's name " with 
her dearest sons," instead of with those of her dearest 
sons, is like ranking poor John Doe with a proper bona 
Jide son of Adam, in a writ of arrest. Sense, Fancy, and 
Wit, " raising a title," and that to " Affection's praise," 
is not very simple, and not over intelligible. Again, the 
epitaph is just because it is strictly true; but it is by 
io m6ans, therefore, appropriate. Who that would turn 
aside to visit the ashes of Cowper, would need to be 
told that England ranks him With her favourite sons, 
and that sense, fancy, and wit, were not his * greatest 
honours, for that his virtues formed the magic of his 

• The Monthly Reviewer, 



297 



song ; or who, hearing this, would be the better for the 
information ? Had Mr. Hayley been employed in the 
monumental praises of a private man, this n^ight have 
been excusable ; but speaking of such a man as Cowper, it 
is idle. This ^itaph is not appropriate, therefore ; and 
we have shown that it is not remarkable for simplicity. 
Perhaps the respectable critics themselves may not feel in* 
clined to dispute this point very tenaciously. Epithets are 
very convenient little things for rounding off a period; 
and it will not be the first time that truth has been 
sacrificed to verbosity and antithesis. 

To measure lances with Hayley may be esteemed pre- 
sumptuous; but probably the following, although much 
inferior as a composition, would have had more effect than 
his polished and harmonious lines. 



INSCRIPTION FOR A MONUMENT 



TO THE MEMORY OF COWPER. 



Reader I if with no vulgar sympathy 

Thou view'st the wreck of genius and of woith. 

Stay thou thy footsteps near this hallow'd spoti 

Here Cowper rests. Although renown have made 

His name familiar to thine ear, this stone 

May tell thee that his virtues were above 
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The •common portion : — that the voiee, now hush'd 

In death, was once ser^iely querulous 

With pity's tones, and in the ear of woe 

Spake music. Now forgetful at thy feet 

His tu*'d head presses on its last long rest, 

Still tenant of the tomb ; — and on the cheek, 

Once warm with animation's lambent flush, 

Sits the pale image of unmark'd decay. 

Yet mourn not. He had chosen the better part; 

And these sad garments of mortality 

Put oSy we trust that to a happier land 

He went a light and gladsome passenger. 

Sigh'st thou for honours, reader ? Call to mind 

That glory's voice is impotent to pierce 

The silence of the tomb ! but virtue blooms 

Ev'n on the wreck of life, and mounts the skies I 

So gird thy loins with lowliness, and walk 

With Cowper on the pilgrimage of Christ 

This inscription is faulty £rom its length; but if a 
painter cannot get the requisite effect at one stroke, he 
must do it by many. The laconic style of epitaphs is 
the most difficult to be managed of any, inasmuch as 
most is expected from it. A sentence standing alone on 
a tomb, or a monument, is expected to contain some- 
thing particularly striking ; and when this expectation is 
disappointed, the reader feels like a man who, having 
been promised an excellent joke, is treated with a stale 
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conceit, or a vapid pun. The best specimen of this 
kind, which I am acquainted with, is that on a French 
General : 

" Siste, Viator ; Heroem calcas /" 
Stopf traveller ; thou treadest on a hero ! 



W. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(No. IX.) 

Sdres e sanguine natos. 

Ovid. 

It is common for busy and active men to behold the 
occupations of the retired and contemplative person with 
contempt. They consider his speculations as idle and 
unproductive : as they participate in none of his feelings, 
they are strangers to his motives, his views, and his de* 
lights. They behold him elaborately employed on what 
they conceive forwards none of the interests of life, con- 
tributes to none of its gratifications, removes none of its 
inconveniences : they conclude, therefore, that he is led 
away by the delusions of futile philosophy; that he 
labours for no good, and lives to no end. Of the various 
frames of mind which they observe ini^him, no one 
seems to predominate more, and none appears to them 
more absurd, than sadness ; which seems, in some degree, 
to pervade all his views, and shed a solemn tinge over 
all his thoughts. Sadness, arising from no personal 
grief, and connected with no individual concern, they 
regard as moon-struck melancholy, the effect of a mind 
overcast with constitutional gloom, and diseased with 
habits of vain and fanciful speculation. — " We can 
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share wiUi the sorrows of the unfortunate," say they,^ 
^* but this monastic spleen merits only our derision: it 
tends to no beneficial purpose, it benefits neither its 
possessor nor society.'' Those who have thought a little 
more on this subject than the gay and busy crowd, will 
draw conclusions of a different nature. That there is a 
sadness, springing from the noblest and purest sources, 
a sadness friendly to the human heart, and, by direct 
consequence, to human nature in general, is a truth 
which a little illustration will render tolerably clear, and 
which, when understood in its full force, may probably 
convert contempt and ridicule into respect. 

I set out, then, with the proposition, that the man who 
thinks deeply, especially if his reading be extensive, wilt, 
unless his heart be very cold and very light, become 
habituated to a pensive, or, with more propriety, a 
mournful cast of thought. This will arise from two more 
particular sources — from the view of human nature in 
general, as demonstrated by the experience both of past 
and present times, and from the contemplation of indi- 
vidual instances of human depravity and of human suf- 
fering. The first of these is, indeed, the last in the 
order of time ; for his general views of humanity are in 
a manner consequential, or resulting from the special; 
but I have inverted that order for the sake of perspi- 
cuity. 

Of those who have occasionally thought on these sub- 
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jectSi I may, with petfect asmratiee* of tkciir t^y, eni^ 
quire whttt have hten their senstfdoiw wbem Ib^y b«v6^ for 
a momeiit, atUiiiied a mere- efilarged acid eapaeioiur nation 
of the state of man in all its bearings^ anil depevdoneieg* 
They have found, and the pYofoundesit phiiosc^bdps ha¥e 
done no mor^ that tfiey are enveloped in myslerp ; and 
tibat l9ie my^rtery of manV situation is not with<Hit alai^Hnn 
ing and fearful eireumstanees. They have discovered 
that alt they know of themselt^s is that th^y live ; but that 
firom whence thi^ ctfme, or whitha* they are going, is 
by Natare altogether hidden; timt impenetrable ^oom 
surrounds them on eveiy side, and that they even hcid, 
their morrow on the credit of to-day, when it is, in fact, 
buried m the vague and indistinct gnlf of the agesi to 
come! — These are reflections deeply interesting,^ aind 
lead to others sor awftd, that many gli«lly shut their eyes 
on the giddy and unfathomable depths which seettn to 
stretch before them. The meditative man, however, 
endeavours to pursue them to the farthest stretch of the 
reasoning powers, and to enlarge his conceptions of the 
mysteries of his own existence ; and the more he learns, 
and the deeper he penetrates, the more cause does he find 
for being serious, and the more inducements to be conti- 
nually thoughtful. 

If, again, we turn from the condition of mortal 
existence, considered in the abstract, to the qualities 
and characters of man, and his condition in a state of 
society, we see things perhaps equally strange and in- 
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finitely more affectiiig. — In the eeonon^ of cr^tion, 
we perceive nothing inconsistent witk the power of on 
all^wise and all-merciiul God. A perfect hamony mns 
through all the part& of the universe. Plato's syrens 
sing not only irom the planetary octave, but through 
all the minutest divisions of the stupendous whole ; 
order, beauty, and perfection, the traces of the great 
Ardiitect, glow through every particle of his- work. At 
man^ however, we slop r there is one exception. The 
harmony of order ceases; and vice and misery disturb 
the beautiful consistency of creation, and bring us first 
acquainted^ with positive evil. We behold men carried 
rresistibly away by corrupt principles and vicious^ inclin- 
ations, indulging in propensities destructive as well to 
themselves as to tliose around them ; the stronger oppress- 
ing the weaker, and the bad persecuting the good ! We 
see the depraved in prosperity, the virtuous in adversity, 
the guilty unpunished, the deserving overwhelmed with 
unprovoked misfortunes. From hence we are tempted 
to think, that He whose arm holds the planets in their 
course, and directs the comets along their eccentric orbits, 
ceases to exercise his providence over the afiairs of 
mankind, and leaves them to be governed and directed 
by the impulses of a corrupt heart, or the blind work- 
ings of chance alone. Yet this is inconsistent both with 
the wisdom and the goodness of the Deity. If God 
permit evil, he causes it; thQ difference is casuistical. 
We are led, therefore, to conclude, that it was not al- 
ways thus : that man was created in a far different and 
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&r happier condition ; but that, by some means oi* 
other, he has forfeited the protection of his Maker. 
Here then is a mystery. The ancientsj led by reasonings 
alone, perceived it with amazement; but did not solve 
the problem. They attempted some explanation of it 
by the lame fiction of a golden age and its cession; 
where, by ia circular mode of reasoning, they attribute 
the introduction of vice to their gods having deserted 
the earth, and the desertion of the gods to the intro- 
duction of vice. * This, however, was the logic of the 
poets; the philosophers disregarded the fable, but did 
not dispute the fact it was intended to account for. . 
They often hint at human d^eneracy, and some un- 
known curse hanging over our being, and even coming 
into the world along with us. Pliny, in the preface to 
his seventh book, has this remarkable passage: ^' The 



* Kflu rorc Uri irpos hKufivov h.vo x^ovos h)pvo9fais, 
AcvKouruf tpapttcffi KoXv^j/c^ifvta "xpoa koKov, 
k^aofortav fiera ^v\ov Irov, irpoXnrovT av^ptawovs 
Af8ws Ktu Nc/ii€<ris* ra 9c Xeii^crai aX7ca \vypa 
BmjTOiS oa^pwrouFiy kcucov 8* oix iacrercu &Akij. 

Hesiod. Opera et Dies, lAb. 1. L. 195. 

Victa jacet Pietas: et Virgo caede madentes, 
Ultima coelestum terras Astrsea reliquit. 

Ovid, Metamor, L» 1. Fab, 4. 

Paul^tira deinde ad Superos Astrsea recessit, 
Hac comite atque duas pariter fugere sorores. 

Juvenal, Sat vi. X. 10. 
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animal about to rule ovet the rest of created animals 
lies weeping, bound hand and foot, making his first 
entrance upon life with sharp pangs, and this^for im 
ether crime than that he is bom manP — Cicero, in a 
passage, for the preservation of which we are indebted 
to St Augustine, gives a yet stronger idea of an existing 
degeneracy in human nature : — f * Man," says he, " comes 
into existence, not as from the hands of a mother, but 
of a step-dame nature, with a body feeble, naked, imd 
fragile, and a mind exposed to anxiety and care, ab« 
j^ct in fear, unmeet for labour, prone to licentiousness, in 
which, however, there still dwell some sparks of the 
divine mind, though obscured, and, as it were, in 
ruins." And, in another place, he intimates it as a cur- 
rent opinion, that man comes into die world as iuto a state 
of punishment expiatory of crimes committed in some 
previous stage of existence, of which we now retain t^ 
recollection. 

From these proofe, and from daily observation and 
experience, there is every ground for concluding that man 
is in a state of misery and depravity quite inconsistent 
with the happiness for which, by a benevolent God, he 
must have been created. We see glaring marks of this 
in our own times* Prejudice alone blinds us to the ab* 
surditjb and the horror of those systematic murders 
which go by the name of wars, where man falls on man^ 
brother slaughters brother, where death, in every va- 
riety of horror, preys ** on the Jlnely'^bred hurmn frame^^ 
and where the cry of tiie widow and the orphan rise up \o 

VOL. II. x 
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heaTen long after the thunder of the fight and the clang 
of arms have ceased, and the bones of sons, brothers, and 
husbands slain are grown white on the field. Customs 
like these vo^ch, with most miraculous organs, for the de- 
pravity of the human heart ; and these are not the most 
mournful of those considerations which present themselves 
to the mind of the thinking man. 

Private life is equally fertile in calamitous perversion 
of reason, and extreme accumulation of misery. On the 
one hand, we see a large proportion of men sedulously 
employed in the eduction of their own ruin, pursuing 
vice in all its varieties, and sacrificing the peace and hap- 
piness of the innocent and unoffending to their own 
brutal gratifications ; and, on the other, pain, misfor- 
tune, and misery, overwhelming alike the good and the 
bad, the provident and the improvident. But too ge- 
neral a view would distract our attention : let the reader 
pardon me if I suddenly draw him away from the sur- 
vey of the crowds of life to a few detached scenes. We 
will select a single picture at random. . The character is 
common. 

Behold that beautiful female, who is rallying a well- 
dressed young man with so much gaiety and humour. 
Did you ever see 'so lovely a countenance ? Thei^e is an 
expression of vivacity in her fine dark eye which quite 
captivates one ; and her smile, were it a little less bold^ 
would be bewitching. How gay and careless she seems I 
One would suppose she had a very light and happy 

16 
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heart. Alas ! how appearances deceive ! This gaiety is 
all feigned. It is her business to please, and beneath 
a &ir and painted outside she conceals an inquiet and 
forlorn breast When she was yet very young, an en- 
gaging but dissolute young man took advantage of her 
simplicity, and of the affection with which he had in- 
spired her, to betray her virtue. At first her infamy 
cost her many tears ; but habit wore away this remorse, 
leaving only a kind of indistinct regret, and, as she 
fondly loved her betrayer, she experienced, at times, a 
mingled pleasure even in this abandoned situation. But 
this was soon over. Her lover, on pretence of a journey 
into the country, left her for ever. She soon afterwards 
heard of his marriage, with an agony of grief which 
few can adequately conceive, and none describe. The 
calls of want, however, soon subdued the more distract- 
ing ebullitions of anguish. She had no choice left; all 
the gates of virtue were shut upon her, and though 
she really abhorred the course, she was obliged to betake 
herself to vice for support. Her next keeper possessed 
her person without her heart She has since passed 
through several hands, and has found, by bitter expe- 
rience, that the vicious, on whose generosity she is 
thrown, are devoid of all feeling but that of self-gratifi- 
cation, and that even the wages of prostitution are re- 
luctantly and grudgingly paid. She now looks on all 
men as sharpers. She smiles but to entangle and de- 
stroy, and while she stimulates fondness, is intent only 
on the extorting of that, at best poor pittance, which 
her necessities loudly demand. Thoughtless as she may 

X 2 
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seem, she is not without an idea of her forlorn and 
wretched situation, and she looks only to sudden death 
as her refuge, against that time when her charms shall 
cease to allure the eye of incontinence, when even the 
lowest haunts of infamy shall be shut against h^, and 
without a friend or ^ hope, she must sink under the pres^ 
sure of want and disease* 

But we will now shift the scene a little, and sdect 
another object Behcdd yon poor weary wretch, who 
with a child wrapt in her arms with difficulty drags 
along the road. The man, with a knapsack, who i$ 
walking before her, is her husband, and is marching to 
join his regiment He has been sp0[iding^ at a dram- 
shop in the town they have just left, the suj^ly which 
the pale and weak appearance of his wife prodaims was 
necessary for her sustenance. He is now half drunk, and 
is venting the artificial spirits which intoxication excites 
in the abuse of his weary help-mate behind him* 
She seems to listen to his reproaches in patient silence. 
Her &ce will tell you more than many words, as, with 
a wan and meaning look, she surveys the little vnretch 
who is asleep on her arms. The turbulent brutality of 
the man excites no attention : she is pondering <m the 
future chance of life, and the probable lot of her heedless 
little one. 

One other picture, and I have done* The man 
pacing with a slow step and languid aspect over yon 
prison-court, was once a fine dashing fellow, the admirw 

15 
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ation of the ladies^ and the envy of the men. He is 
the only representative of a once respectable fiunily, and 
is brought to this situation by unlimited ' indulgence at 
that time when the check is most necessary* He b^an 
to figure in genteel Ufe at an early age. His misjudging 
mother, to whose sole care he was left, thinking no al- 
liance too good for her darling, cheerfully supplied his 

• 

extravagance, under the idea that it would not last long, 
and that it would enable him to shine in those circles 
where she wished him to rise. But he soon fi>und that 
habits of prodigality, once well gained, are never eradi- 
cated. His fortune, though genteel, was not adequate 
to such habits of expense. His imhappy parent lived to 
see him make a degrading alliance, and come in danger 
of a gaol, and then died of a broken heart His affiiirs 
soon wound themselves up. His debts were enormous, 
and he had nothing to pay them with. He has now 
been in that prison many years ; and since he is excluded 
from the benefit of an insolvency act, he has made up 
his mind to the idea of ending his days there. His 
wife, whose beauty had decoyed him, since she found 
he could not support her, deserted him for those who 
could, leaving him without friend or companion, to 
pace, with measured steps, over the court of a country 
gacd, and endeavour to beguile the lassitude of imprison- 
ment, by thinking on the days that are gone, or counting 
the squares in his grated window in every possible direc- 
tion, backwards, forwards, and across, tiU he sighs to find 
the sum always the same, and that the more anxiously 
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we strive to beguile the moments in their course, the more 
slu^ishly they Uavel. 

If these are accurate pictures of some of the varieties 
of human suffering, and if such pictures are common 
even to triteness, what conclusions must we draw as to 
the condition of man in general, and what must be the 
prevailing fi*ame of mind of him who meditates much on 
these subjects, and who, unbracing the whole tissue of 
causes and effects, sees Misery invariably the offspring 
of Vice, and Vice existing in hostility to the intentions 
and wishes of God ? Let the meditative man turn where 
he will, he finds traces of the depraved state of Nature, 
and her consequent misery. History presents him with 
little but murder, treachery, and crimes of every de- 
scription. Biography only strengthens the view, by 
concentrating it. The philosophers remind him of the 
existence of evil, by their lessons how to avoid or endure 
it; and the very poets themselves afford him pleasure, not 
unconnected with regret, as, either by contrast, exempli- 
fication, or deduction, they bring the world and its circum- 
stances before his eyes. 

That such an one, then, is prone to sadness, who will 
wonder? If such meditations are beneficial, who will 
blame them ? The discovery of evil naturally leads us 
to contribute our mite towards the alleviation of the 
wretchedness it introduces. While we lament vice, we 
learn to shun it gurselves, and to endeayour, if pos- 
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sible, to arrest its progress in those around us ; and in the 
course of these high and lofly speculations, we are insen- 
sibly led to think humbly of ourselves, and to lift up our 
thoughts to Him who is alone the fountain rf ril perfec- 
tion and the source of all good. 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(No. X.) 

La rime est une esclave, et ne doit qu'obeir. 

Boileau, L*Art Poetique. 

Experiments in versification have not often been 
successful. Sir Philip Sidney, with all his genius, great 
it undoubtedly w^s, could not impart grace to his hexa- 
meters, or fluency to his sapphics. Spenser's stanza was 
new, but his verse was familar to the ear ; and though his 
rhymes were frequent even to satiety, he seems to have 
avoided the awkwardness of novelty, and the difficulty of 
unpractised metres. Donne had not music enough to ren- 
der his broken rhyming couplets sufFerable, and neither 
his wit nor his pointed satire were sufficient to rescue him 
fi*om that neglect which his uncouth and rugged versifi- 
cation speedily superinduced. 

In our times, Mr. Southey has given grace and melody 
to some of the Latin and Greek measures, and Mr. 
Bowles has written rhyming heroics, wherein the sense is 
transmitted from couplet to couplet, and the pauses are 
varied with all the freedom of blank verse, without ex- 
citing any sensation of ri^ggedness, or offending the nicest 
ear. But these are minor efforts : the former of these 
exquisite poets has taken a yet wider range, and in his 
" Thalaba the Destroyer" lias spurned at all the received 
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laws of metre, and iramed a fabric of verse altogether his 
own. 

An innovation so bold as that of Mr. Southey was sure 
to meet with disapprobation and ridicule. The world 
naturally looks with suspicion on systems which contradict 
established principles, and refuse to quadrate with habits 
which, as they have been used to, men are apt to think 
cannot be improved upon. The opposition which has 
been made to the metre of Thalaba is, therefore, not so 
much to be imputed to its want of harmony^ as to the 
operation of existing prejudices ; and it is fair to conclude, 
that, as these prejudices are softened by usage, and the 
strangeness of novelty wears o£^ the peculiar features of 
this lyrical frame of verse will be more candidly appre- 
ciatedi and its merits more unreservedly acknowledged. 

Whoever is conversant with the writings of this author 
will have observed and admired that greatness of mind, 
and comprehension of intellect, by which be is enabled, 
on all occasions, to throw off the shackles of habit and pre- 
possession. Southey never treads in the beaten track : his 
thoughts, while they are those of nature, carry that cast 
of originality which is the stamp and testimony of geniust 
He views things through a peculiar phasis, iand while he 
has the feelings of a man, they are those of a man almost 
abstracted from mortality, and reflecting on, and painting 
the scenes of life, as if he were a mere spectator, unin- 
fluenced by his own connection with the objects he surveys. 
To this fiiculty of bold disci^imination I attribute many of 
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Mr. Southe/s peculiarities as a poet. He never seems to 
enquire how other men would treat a subject, or what may 
happen to be the usage of the times ; but, filled with that 
strong sense of fitness, which is the result of bold and un- 
shackled thought, he fearlessly pursues that course which 
his own sense of propriety points out. 

It is very evident to me, and I should conceive to all 
who consider the subject attentively, that the structure of 
verse, which Mr. Southey has promulgated in his Thalaba, 
was neither adopted rashly, nor from any vain emulation 
of originality. As the poet himself happily observes, " It 
is the arabesque ornament of an Arabian tale!'* No one 
would wish to see the Joan of Arc in such a garb ; but 
the wild freedom of the versification of Thalaba accords 
well with the romantic wildness of the story ; and I do 
not hesitate to say, that, had any other known measure 
been adopted, the poem would have been deprived of half 
its beauty, and all its propriety. In blank verse it would 
have been absurd ; in rhyme, insipid. The lyrical manner 
is admirably adapted to the sudden transitions and rapid 
connections of an Arabian tale, while its variety precludes 
tsedium, and its full, because unshackled, cadence satisfies 
the ear with legitimate harmony. At ^st, indeed, the 
verse may appear uncouth, because it is new to the ear ; 
but I defy any man who has any feeling of melody, to 
peruse the whole poem, without paying tribute to the 
sweetness of its flow, and the gracefulness of its modu- 
lations. 
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% judging of this extraordinary poem, we should con- 
sider it as a genuine lyric production, — we should con- 
ceive it as recited to the harp, in times when such relations 
carried nothing incredible with them. Carrying this idea 
along with us, the admirable art of the poet will strike us 
with tenfold conviction ; the abrupt sublimity of his transit 
tions, the sublime simplicity of his manner, and the delicate- 
touches by which he connects the various parts of bis 
narrative, will then be more strongly observable, and we 
shall, in particular, remark the uncommon felicity with 
which he has adapted his versification ; and, in the midst 
of the wildest irregularity, left nothing to shock the ear, or 
offend the judgment. 

W. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(No. XL) 

THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Few histories would be more worthy of attention 
than that of the progress of knowlege, from its first 
dawn to the time of its meridian splendom*, among the 
ancient Greeks. Unfoi-tmiately, however, the precau- 
tions which, in this early period, were almost generally 
taken to confine all knowledge to a particular branch of 
men, and when the Greeks began to contend for the 
palm among learned nations, their backwardness to ac- 
knowledge the sources from whence they derived the 
first principles of their philosophy, have served to wrap 
this interesting subject in almost impenetrable obscurity. 
Few vestiges, except the Egyptian hieroglyphics, now 
remain of the learning of the more ancient world. Of 
the two millions of verses said to have been written by the 
Chaldean Zoroaster*, we have no relics; and the oracles 
which go under his name are pretty generally acknow- 
ledged to be spurious. 
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The Greeks unquestionably derived their philosophy 
from the Egyptians and Chaldeans. Both Pythagoras 
and Plato had visited those countries for the advantage 
of learning ; and if we may credit the received accounts 
of the former of these illustrious sages, he was regularly 
initiated in the schools of Egypt, during the period of 
twenty-two years that he resided in that country, and be- 
came the envy and admiration of the Egyptians thenh- 
stfdves. Of the Pythagorean doctrines we have some ac- 
counts remaining ; and nothing is wanting to render the 
systems of Platonism complete and intelligible. In the 
dogmas of these philosophers, therefore, we may be able 
to trace the learning of these primitive nations, though 
our conclusions must be cautiously drawn, and much must 

« 

be allowed to the active intelligence ai two Greeks. Ovid's 
short summary of the philosophy of Pythagoras deserves 
attention. 



Isque^ licet coeli r^one remotos 



M^ite Deos adiit : et quae natura negabat 
Visibus humanis oculis ea pectoris hausit. 
Cumque animo et vi^li perspexerat omnia cura ; 
In medium discenda dabat: coetumque silentum, 
Dictaque mirantum, magni primordia mundi 
Et rerum causas et quid natura docebat. 
Quid Deus : unde nives : quae ftdminus esset origo 
Jupiter an venti, discussa nube tonai*ent, 
Quid quateret terras : qua sidera lege mearent 
Et quodcumque latet. 
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If we are*to credit this account^ and it is corroborated 
by many other testimonies, Pythagoras searched deeply 
into natural causes. Some have imagined, and strongly 
asserted, that his central fire was figurative of the sun, 
and, therefore^ that he had an idea of its real situation ; 

• 

but this opinion, so g^erally adopted, may be com- 
bated widi some d^ree of reason. I should be in- 
dined to think Pjrthagoras gained his idea of the great 
central, vivifying, and creative fire from the Chaldeans, 
and that, therefore, it was the representative not of the 
sun but of the Deity. Zoroaster taught that there was 
one God, Eternal, the Father of the Universe : he assi- 
milated the Deity to light, and applied to him the 
names of Light, Beams, and Splendour. The Magi, 
corrupting this representation of the Supreme Being, 
and, taking literally what was meant as an allegory or 
Sjnnbol, supposed that God was this central fire, the 
source of heat, light, and life, residing in the centre of 
the universe; and from hence they introduced among 
the Chaldeans the worship of fire. That Pythagoras was 
tainted with this superstition is well known. On the testi-" 
mony of Plutarch, his disciples held, that in the midst 
of the world is fire, or in the midst of the four elements 
is the fiery globe of Unity, or Monad — the procreative, 
nutritive, and excitative power. The sacred fire of Vesta, 
among the Greeks and Latins, was a remain of this doctrine. 

As the limits of this paper will not allow me to take 
in all the branches of this subject, I shall confine my atten- 
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tion to the opinions held by these early nations of the 
nature of the Godhead. 

Amidst the corruptions introduced by the Magi, we may 

discern, with tolerable certainty, that Zoroaster taught the 

worship of the one true God ; and Thales, Pythagoras, and 

Plato, who had all been instituted in the mysteries of the 

Chaldeans, taught the same doctrine. These philosophers 

Kkewise asserted the omnipotence and eternity of God; and 

that he was the creator of all things, and the governor of 

the universe. Plato decisively supported the doctrines of 

future rewards and punishments ; and Pythagoras, struck 

with the idea of the omnipresence of the Deity, defined 

him as animus per universas mundi partes omnemque naUiram 

commeans atque diffusus^ ex quo omnia qtue nascuntur ani^ 

malia vitam capiunt.* — An intelligence moving upon, and 

diffused over all the parts of the universe, and all nature, 

from which all animals derive their existence. As for the 

swarm of gods worshipped both in Egypt and Greece, it is 

evident they were only esteemed as inferior deities. In the 

time of St. Paul, there was a temple at Athens inscribed to 

the unknown God : and Hesiod makes them younger than 
the earth and heaven. 

E^ apxns ovs Tata kcu Ovpayos evpvs eruerov 
Oi r' 6fc rav eyevovro i^eot Ikonjpcs €0iMy» 

Theog. 



* Lactantius Div. Inst. lib. cap. 5. etiam, Minucius Felix, " Pytha- 
gorae Deus est animus per universam rerum naturam commeans atque 
intentus ex quo etiam animalium omnium vita capiatur," 



320 

If Pythagoras, and the other philosophers who succeeded 
him, paid honour to these gods, they either did ittlirough 
fear of encountering ancient prejudices, or they reconciled 
it by recurring to the Deemonology of their masters, the 
Chaldeans, who maintained the agency of good and bad 
daemons, who presided over different things, and were dis- 
tinguished into the powers of light and darkness, heat and 
cold. It is remarkable, too, that amongst all these people, 
whether Egyptians or Chaldeans, Greeks or Romans, as 
well as every other nation under the sun, sacrifices were; 
made to the gods, in order to render them propitious to 
their wishes, or to expiate their offences — a fact which 
proves, that the conviction of the interference of the Deity 
in human affairs is universal; and, what is much more 
important, that this custom is primitive, and derived from 
the first inhabitants of the world. 
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MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(No.XIL*) 

While the seat of empire was yet at Byzantium, and 
that city was the centre, not only of dominion, bat of 
learning and politeness, a certain hermit had fixed his resi- 
dence in a cell, on the banks of the Athyras, at the distance 
of about ten miles from the capital. The spot was retired, 
although so near the great city, and was protected, as well 
by woods and precipices as by the awfiil reverence with 
which, at that time, all ranks beheld the character of a re- 
cluse. Indeed, the poor old man, who tenanted the little 
hollow, at the summit of a crag, beneath which the Athy- 
ras rolls its impetuous torrent, was not famed for the seve- 
rity of his penances, or the strictness of his mortifications. 
That he was either studious, or protracted his devotions to 
a late hour, was evident, for his lamp was often seen to 
stream through the trees which shaded his dii^elling, when 
accident called any of the peasants from their beds at un- 
seasonable hours. Be this as it may, no miracles were 
Imputed to him ; the sick rarely came to petition for the 
benefit of his prayers, and, though some both loved him, 
and had good reason for loving him, yet many undervalued 
him for the want of that very austerity which the old man 
seemed most desirous to avoid. ^ 

It was evenhig, and the long shadows of the Thracian 

VOL. II. Y 
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mountains were extending still farther and farther along 

the plains, when this old man was disturbed in his rnedi^ 

tations by the approach of a stranger. " How far is it 

to Byzantium?' was the question put by the traveller. 

" Not far to those who know the country," replied the 

hermit, " but a stranger would not easily find his way 

through the windings of these woods, and the intricacies 

of the plains beyond them. Do you see that blue mist 

which stretches along the bounding line of the horizon as 

far as the trees will permit the eye to trace it ? That 

is the Propontis ; and higher up on the left, the city of 

Constantinople rears its proud head above the waters^ 

But I would dissuade thee, stranger, from pursuing thy 

journey farther to-night. Thou may^st rest in the village^ 

which is half way down the hill ; or if thou wilt share my 

supper of roots, and put up with a bed of leaves, my cell 

is open to thee." — "I thank thee, father/' replied the 
youth, " I am weary with my journey, an^ will accept thy 
proffered hospitality." They ascended the rock together.^ 
The hermit's cell was the work of nature. It penetrated 
&r into the rock, and in the innermost recess was a little; 
chapel, furnished with a crucifix, and a human skull, the 
objects of the hermit's nightly and daily contemplation, 
for neither of them received his adoration. That cor- 
ruption had not as yet crept into the Christian church. 
The hermit now lighted up a fire of dry sticks, (for the 
nights are very piercing in the regions about the Helles- 
pont and the Bosphorus,) and then proceeded to pre- 
pare their vegetable meal. While he was thus employed^ 
his young gue$t surveyed, with surprise, the dwelling: 
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which he was to uihabit for the nighti A Cold rock-hole 
on the bleak sumAiit of one of the Thraaian hUIs seemcfd 
to him a comfortless choice for a weak alid solitary old 
man. The rude materials of his scanty furniture iltill 
more surprised him. A table laXeA to tlie ground, a 
wooden bench, an earthen lamp, a number of rolls of 
papyrus and vellum, and a heap of leaves iil ft cottietf 
the hermit's bed, were all his stock. *^ Is it possible,** 
at length he exclaimed, " thit you can tenant tfiis com- 
fortless cave, with these scanty acconiiAddations, thirougti 
chcHce: Go with me, old man, to Constantinople, and 
receive from me those conveniences which befit your 
years.** — ** And what art thou going to do at Constan- 
tinople, my young friend,*' said the hermit, " for tfiy 
dialect bespeaks thee a native of more southern regions. 
Am I mistaken, art thou not ari Athenian?*—** I am an 
Athenian,*' replied the youth, " by birth, tut I hope I 
am not an Athenian in vice. I have left my degeneratid 
birth-place in quest of happiness. I hate learned fr6m 

my master, Speusippus, a genuiiie as£ierter of the much 

1 ... 

belied doctrines of Epicurus, that as a future state i^ a 

mere phantom and vagary of the brain, it is the only true ' 

wisdom to enjoy life while we have it But I have learned 

from him also, that virtue alone is true enjoyment. I 

am resolved, therefore, to enjoy life, and that too with 

virtue, as my companion and guide. My travels are 

begun with the design of discovering where I can best 

unite both objects: enjoyment the most exquisite, with 

virtue the most perfect. You perhaps inay have reached 

the latter, riiy good father ; the former yciix hAte certainty 

Y 2 
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missed. To-morrow I shall condnue my search. At 
ConstantiBople> I shall laugh and sing with the gay, me- 
ditate with the sober, drink deeply of every unpolluted 
pleasure, and taste all the fountains of wisdom and phi- 
losophy. I have heard much of the accomplishments of 
the women of Byzantium. With us, females are mere 
household slaves ^ here, I am told, they have minds, I 
almost promise myself that I shall marry and settle at 
Constantinople, where the loves and graces seem alone 
to reside, and where even the women have minds. My 
good father, how the wind roars about this aerial nest of 
yours, and here you sit during the long cold nights, all 
alone^ cold and cheerless, when Constantinople is just at 
your feet, with all its joys, its comforts, and its elegancies. 
I perceive that the philosophers of our sect, who suc- 
ceeded Epicurus, were right, when they taught that there 
might be virtue without enjoyment, and that virtue with- 
out enjoyment is not worth the having.'' The face of 
the youth kindled with animation as he spake these 
words, and he visibly enjoyed the consciousness of supe- 
rior intelligence. The old man sighed, and was silent. 
As they ate their frugal supper, both parties seemed in- 
volved in deep thought. The young traveller was dream- 
ing of the Byzantine women : his host seemed occupied 
with far different meditations. ^^ So you are travelling 
to Constantinople in search of happiness ?" at length ex- 
claimed the hermit ; ^' I too have been a suitor of that 
divinity, and it may be of use to you to hear how I have 
fiured. The history of my life will serve to fill up the 
interval before we retire to rest, and my experience may 
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not prove altogether useless to one who is about to go the 
same journey which I have finished. 

" These scanty hairs of mine were not always grey, nor 
these limbs decrepid : I was once, like thee, young, firesh, 
and vigorous, full of delightful dreams and gay anticipations. 
Life seemed a garden of sweets, a path of roses; and I 
thought I had but to choose in what way I would be 
happy. I will pass over the incidents of my boyhood, 
and come to my maturer years. I had scarcely seen 
twenty summers, when I formed one of those extravagant 
and ardent attachments, of which youth is so susceptible. 
It happened, that, at that time, I bore arms under the 
Emperor Theodosius, in his expedition against the Goths, 
who had over-run a part of Thrace. In our return from 
a successful campaign, we staid some time in the Greek 
cities, which border on the Euxipe. In one of these 
cities I became acquainted with a female, whose form 
was not more elegant than her mind was cultivated, and 
her heart untainted. I had done her family some trivial 
services, and her gratitude spoke too warmly to my in- 
toxicated brain to leave any doubt on my mind that she 
loved me. The idea was too exquisitely pleasing to be 
soon dismissed. I sought every occasion of being with 
her. Her mild persuasive voice seemed like the music 
of heaven to my ears, afler the toils and roughness of a 
soldier's life* I had a friend, too, whose converse, next 
to that of the dear object of my secret love, was most 
dear to me. He formed the third in all our meetings, 
and beyond the enjoyment of the society of these two, I 

Y S 
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had not a wish. I had never yet spoken explicitly to 
my female friend, but I fondly hoped we understood 
each other. Why should I dwell on the subject ? I was 
mistaken. My friend threw himself on my mercy. I 
found that he, not I, was the object of her afiPections. 
Young man, you may conceive, but I cannot describe 
what I felt, as I joined their hands. The stroke was 
severe, and, for a time, unfitted me for the duties of my 
station. I suffered the army to leave the place without 
accompanying it ; and thus lost the rewards of my past 
services, and forfeited the favour of my sovereign. This 
was another source of anxiety and regret to me, as my 
mind recovered its wonted tone. But the mind of youth, 
however deeply it may feel for a while, eventually rises 
up from dejection, and regains its wonted elasticity. 
That vigour by which the spirit recovers itself from the 
depths of useless regret, and enters upon new prospects 
with its accustomed ardour, is only subdued by time. 
I now applied myself to the study of philosophy, under 
a Greek master, and all my ambition was directed towards 
letters. But ambition is not quite enough to fill a young 
man's heart I Sitill felt a void there, and sighed as I 
reflected on the happiness of my friend. At the time 
when I visited the object of my first love, a young Chris- 
tian woman, her frequent companion, had sometimes 
taken my attention. She was an Ionian by birth, and 
had all the softness and pensive intelligence which her 
countrywomen are said to possess when unvitiated by 
the corruptions so prevalent in that delightful region^ 
You ar^ no stranger to the contempt with which the 
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Greeks then treated, and do still, in some places, treat 
the Christians. This young woman bore that contempt 
with a calmness which surprised me. TTiere were then 
but few converts to that reli^on in those parts, and iti 
profession was therefore more exposed to ridicule and 
persecution from its strangeness. Notwithstanding her 
religion, I thought I could love this interesting and 
amiable female, and, in spite of my former mistake, I 
had the vanity to imagine I was not indifferent to her. 
As our intimacy increased, I learned, to my astonishment, 
that she regarded me as one involved in ignorance and 
error; and that, although she felt an affection for me, 
yet she would never become my wife, while I remained 
devoted to the religion of my ancestors. Piqued at this 
discoveiy, I received the books, which she now for the 
first time put into my hands, with pity and contempt, 
I expected to find them nothing but the repositories of a 
miserable and deluded superstition, more presuming than 
the mystical leaves of the Sibyls, or the obscure triads 
of Zoroaster. How was I mistaken I There was much 
which I could not at all comprehend ; but, in the midst of 
this darkness, the effect of my ignorance, I discerned a 
system of morality, so exalted, so exquisitely pure, and 
so far removed from all I would have conceived of the 
most perfect virtue, that all the philosophy of the Gre- 
cian world seemed worse than dross in the comparison. 
My former learning had only served to teach me that 
something was wanting to complete the systems of philo- 
sophers. Here that invisible link was supplied, and I 
could even then observe a harmony and consistency in 
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the wbolei which carried irresistible conviction to my 
mind I will not enlarge on this subject Christianity 
is not a mere set of opinions to be embraced by the under* 
standing. It is the work of the heart as well as the head. 
Let it suffice to say, that, in time, I became a Christian, 
and the husband of Sapphira. 
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AN UNFINISHED TRACT. 



My Brethren, 

I THINK it more particularly proper, at a period, which 
seems big with awful events, to make a solemn address 
to each of you singly, on a most important and weighty 
subject. I mean, the state of your minds with regard 
to religion. 

The more pointed objects of this little book, are such 
of you as it has pleased God to place in the lower 
classes of life. I do not mean to take up your attention 
for a very long time ; all I entreat of you, is to turn 
aside, but for a few trifling moments, from the voice of 
folly and the vain pursuits of this passing world, to 
listen to the voice of a monitor, who teaches those mo- 
mentous topics, which are of infinitely more weight, 
than the revolutions of states and empires, *— - of all the 
busy pageants of the earth. Believe me, my brethren, 
the subject is most awful and solemn, and demands your 
undivided attention. Were I now about to state the case 
of a criminal on his trial for life or death, you would 
enter with the deepest interest into my discourse ; you 
would weigh with anxious care all the favourable or un* 
favourable points of the statement ; you would make your 
conjectures in breathless expectation, as to the probable 
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event ; and I am now going to address you on an affair 
of infinitely more concern ; an affair, which treats not 
of the fate of a mortal, but of everlasting life or everlast- 
ing death ; and that, too, of your own selves. You are all 
criminals, who must one day answer a| the peril of your 
souls for your conduct here; and it is on your conduct 
here^ that I would exhort you ; and shall you turn a deaf 
ear to the representation of the dangers of your own 
states? shall you listen with indifference to the voice 
which warns you of your fate ? God forbid ! I conjure 
you, my dear brethren, hear with attention the precepts 
which, drawing from the Gospel of Jesus Christ, I would 
impress on your minds ; write them in your hearts, and 
inscribe them on the tablets of your remembrance, that 
they may be a solace to you in sorrpw and adversity; 
a relief in pain and tribulation; and, finally, a sweet and 
firm support, when you shall repose on the trying pillow 
of death. 

Surely, I need not impress upon you the excellence 
and the truth of the Gospel. Most of you, I trust, 
believe in your Redeemer, though you slight and disr 
regard his words. But some, I know too well, there 
are amongst you, who, deluded by the false, yet seemingly 
open reasoning of wretehed and ignorant infidels, in the 
pride of their hearts, affirm their contempt for the 
doctrines of Christianity. Such unhappy men / leave 
to their Gody with the fervent prayer, that as his Spirit 
can alone rescue them from sure and everlasting death, 
he will vouchsafe to open their hearts and understandings 
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to his truths, ere they fall into that gulf from which no 
repentance, no tears, no prayers, will ever deliver them ; 
*^ where there is weeping, and wailing, and gnashing of 
teeth." 

For you, who, believing in the Holy Scriptures, are 
hardened in indifierence and careless wickedness, I shall 
Jlrst point out some of the strong calls you have to an 
earnest performance of the duties of Religion. I shall 
then shew the happiness which will result to you from 
God's blessing upon you ; and 1 shall then conclude, by 
exhorting you, at this moment in particular, to begin an 
immediate reformation in your lives, and denounce the 
dreadful sentence of Almighty vengeance oli such as shall 
be overtaken in their career of wickedness. 

The Gospel of Christ presents itself to us under such 
pleasing appearances; its lessons are so mild and de- 
lightful, and its principles are so interesting, that were 
men once made sensible of its pleasures, their own in- 
clinations would lead them ardently to long to share its 
comforts. Gratitude itself calls upon us night and day, 
with unwearied and continued anxiousness, to glorify 
him, who, for our sakes, bled a bitter sacrifice. Let 
us behold the state of man after the fall. Lost, debased, 
condemned, having the judgment of death denounced 
upon him; a poor worm in the scale of the universe, 
less than a grain of dust; and let us reflect that to 
redeem this wretched insect from the penalties of his 
crime, the Son of God himself assumed all the infirmi- 
ties of human nature; that for him, he endured the most 
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cruel and unrelenting of persecutions ; and, lastly after 
passing a life, in which he was continually employed in 
doing good unto all, and receiving, in return, every pang 
which malignity could inflict or human nature undergo ; 
that he died on the cross, a death the most miserable 
and dreadful that the imagination can conceive. Oh ! 
how black must be the ingratitude of that man, who can 
wilfully and unthinkingly cast away salvation purchased 
for him at a rate so dear ! What punishment must he 
deserve, (for whom the Son of God himself died, as a 
means of salvation,) who lightly resigns the dear pri- 
vilege, and blindly rushes into the ways of error and 
sin ! My brethren, consider what Jesus Christ endured 
for your sakes. You may, perhaps yourselves, have 
tasted the bitter cup of calamity; but he endured all 
your afflictions and troubles an hundred fold. Are you 
poor and lowly ? So was He. Are you persecuted and 
forlorn ? So was He unto death. Are you houseless 
and an outcast? The Lord Jesus was a poor way 
wanderer, without a pillow on which to lay his head. 
Are your prospects in the world gloomy and devoid of 
comfort? So also were his. You can scarcely name 
a suffering, or conceive a trial which Christ did not un- 
dergo, that we might partake of everlasting life. Behold 
him, to whom the whole universe owed its being, to whom 
angels and archangels ministered, whom the Cherubim 
and Seraphim obeyed, voluntarily exposing himself to all 
the weakness of the flesh. Behold the Son of God 
sleeping in the manger of an obscure inn; survey him 
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ushered into life and persecution while yet a defenceless 
infant, fleeing from the sword of murder into Bethlehem. 
Contemplate him afterwards, when arrived at manhood^ 
going about doing good, and yet turning aside from the 
machinations of evil men, because his hour was not yet 
com«. Surrounded with a few poor fishermen, the lowest 
among men, see him exposed to the most violent attempts 
of powerful men. You have all your sorrows ; but what 
are they, to what he endured, when for us he became man ? 
What can convey a more impressive idea of the sufferings 
of Jesus than the melancholy expression of Jesus, when a 
certain man said he would follow him wheresoever he 
went — " The foxes have holes, and the birds of the air 
have nests, but the Son of Man hath not where to lay his 
head." 
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I AM requested to state tke reasons for my wishing to 
enter into the ministry. I will do it as briefly as I can. 

Singe the time 1 was awakened to a true sense of 
religion, I have always felt a strong desire to become 
useful in the church of Christ; a desire which has 
increased daily, and which it has been my supplication 
might be from God. It is true, before I began to be 
solicitous about spiritual things, I had a wish to become 
a clergyman, but that was very different. I trust, I may 
now say, that I would be a. minister, that I may do good ; 
and although I am sensible of the awful importance of 
the pastoral charge, I would sacrifice every thing for it, 
in the hope that I should be strengthened &ithfully to 
discharge the duties of that sacred office. I think I 
have no other reason to offer but this; the hope of 
being an instrument in the hands of God to the pro- 
motion of his glory is my chief motive. With regard 
to the doctrines of the church contained in the Articles, 
I conceive them to be strictly formed upon the Gospel, 
as setting forth salvation through the blood of Jesus 
Christ alone; the original depravity of man, whereby 
he is rendered utterly unfit for every good thing, and 
dead to the light of Truth, until he is renewed and 
born again in the Holy Spirit by the free grace of God ; 
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and as teaching that no man can claim acceptation on 
account of his works, because) being of ourselves inca- 
pable of doing good, they spring from the grace of God, 
and to hinif therefore, must be assigned ; but that they are 
the fruits and testimony of sound faith. 

H. K. WHITE, 
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I AM requested to state tke reasons for my wishing to 
enter into the ministry. I will do it as briefly as I can. 

Since the time 1 was awakened to a true sense of 
religion, I have always felt a strong desire to become 
useful in the church of Christ; a desire which has 
increased daily, and which it has been my supplication 
might be from God. It is true, before I began to be 
solicitous about spiritual things, I had a wish to become 
a clergyman, but that was very different. I trust, I may 
now say, that I woidd be a minister, that I may do good ; 
and although I am sensible of the awful importance of 
the pastoral charge, I would sacrifice every thing for it, 
in the hope that I should be strengthened &ithfully to 
discharge the duties of that sacred office. I think I 
have no other reason to offer but this; the hope of 
being an instrument in the hands of God to the pro- 
motion of his glory is my chief motive. With regard 
to the doctrines of the church contained in the Articles, 
I conceive them to be strictly formed upon the Gospel, 
as setting forth salvation through the blood of Jesus 
Christ alone; the original depravity of man, whereby 
he is rendered utterly unfit for every good thing, and 
dead to the light of Truth, until he is renewed and 
born again in the Holy Spirit by the free grace of God ; 



V 



385 



and as teaching that no man can claim acceptation on 
account of his works, because, being of ourselves inca- 
pable of doing good, they spring from the grace of God, 
and to hinif therefore, must be assigned ; but that they are 
the fruits and testimony of sound faith. 

H. K. WHITE. 
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Supposed to have beetifor the " Christian Observef\^ 

Mr. Editor, 

The Apostle St Paul has said, in the 1st Epistle to 
Timothy, 6th chap. 10th verse, that " The love of money 
is the root of all evil" A correspondent who signs H. T. 
finds a great difficulty in this passage, as it stands in our 
version, and proposes to translate it ^^ For the lave of money 
is the root of all these evilsy" meaning some particular 
vices which the Apostle had just enumerated. In support 
of this emendation, he favours us with some critical re- 
marks on the nature of the Greek article, and ^^ from 
these considerations, and from no objections being made 
in the Christian Observer, he apprehends, it may be con- 
cluded, that his criticism is considered as admissible." 

Now, Mr. Editor, after the very temperate and in- 
dulgent attempts of your correspondent C. L. to correct 
the error into which H. T. had fallen, I cannot but be 
surprised at such a declaration as this from H. T., and 
I cannot help deeming it my duty to declare, that I, for 
one, hold his criticism to be perfectly inadmissible and 
unnecessary. The passage exhibits no difficulty. Ava^ 
rice, says the Apostle, is the root of all -evil, but it does 
not follow from this that avarice is the sole root of all 
the evils. So idleness may be said to be the root of all 
evil, or bad company, or neglected education. The 
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plainest understanding can comprehend the sense in 
which these expressions are used. The river produced 
all kinds of Jlshes^ but it did not produce aU Jlskes. 
Avarice is the mother of all manner of evil, but k does 
not follow that she is the only origin, and rise of all 
evils. To prove this, I refer to St. Chrysostom, who 
often employs the phrase in connection with dii&rent 
causes. I remember an instance very much in point, 
but which I cannot now refer to, in one of the Homilies 
on the Epistle to the Philippians. St Gr^ory Kit^i- 
anzen, if it were he, who wrote the tragedy intitled^ 
6 XpuTTos iraioufj alludes to this passage, in the CbUowing 
manner: 

AXX" ijyffy oiyx^vyi erf ^iXapyupiaj 
H pi^ai. icavToav roov xetxcov xe^vxe ircof^ 

where, as there had been no such enumeration ef par- 
ticulars preceding as in the passage of St. Paul, your 
correspondent's criticism must entirely fail. 

I cannot dismiss this subject, without adverting to the 
subject of your correspcmdent's Greek criticism. His 
object seems to have been to prove, that the expf^^on, 
iravToov row kuxcoVj is equivalent to iravrtov rourcov xaxwvm 
The authorities which he adduces are miserably irre- 
levant. Your correspondent ought to have known, that 
the Ionics constantiy use the article for the pronoun- 
relative ; tiie Attics more rarely. He ought also to have 
known that the pronouns this, and that, are not relatives. 
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Mk. Editor, 

' The weH known passage in Josepbus, wherein honcNir- 
able mention is made of our blessed Saviour^ has occa- 
sioned much controversy amongst the learned ; and, though 
few yalid objections have been substantiated against it, 
great and pious defenders of Christian &ith haye waved 
this evidence, rather than be supposed to insist on doubt- 
fill or disputed ground. The positive testhnonies to the 
verity of Christianity are so abundant, that we need not 
call in the assistance of those which are in, any wise am- 
biguous* 

Yet, however willing we may be to decline the adduc- 
tion of proofs like this, in establishing the basis of Chris- 
tian truths it may not be unprofitable to fix our own ideas 
with regard to them; and, if we cannot use them as a 
weapon against the adversary^ ^pply them as a defence and 
support to ourselves. In settling the point in question, 
^xt^mal evidence has failed. The greater part of the 
^lauuscripts have the passage, and some want it, though 
these latter are neither ^^rmidable for their numl^er nor 
antiquity. Let us, therefore, leave this disputed field, ^md 
try what internal evidence there is that the passage is 

genuine. ' 

In, th^ fii^t place, I would ask whether it is probable 
that so accurate and minute. an historian as Josephus 
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would pass over in silence so important an event as the 
^ath of J^us Christ, and the establishment of a sect 
which had run with amazing celerity over the cities of 
Syria, Asia Minor, Greece, and Italy, and had attracted 
universal attention by the novelty of its doctrines, and the 
persecutions of its foUowers^? In the next place, I would 
examine the passage itself, and consider whether the senti- 
ments are such as Josephus could consistently avow. The 
passage runs thus : 

** About the same time lived Jesus, a wise man, i^ in- 
deed, we may call him a man ; for he was the doer of won- 
derful works, a teacher of such as receive the truth with 
pleasure, and he led after him many of the Jews, and many 
of the Gentiles. He was the Christ. And after Pilate 
had caused him to be crucified upon the accusation of the 
chief men amongst us, they who had before loved him did 
not cease from their affection, for he appeared to them on 
the third day, being restored to life ; the holy Prophets 
having foretold this, and a thousand other wonderful things 
concerning him. The sect of Christians, called from him, 
still remains." 

My next question then is, whether it be probable that 
Josephus, a Jew, well versed in the Prophetic writings, 
and who cannot be imagined ignorant of the importance 
of the Messiah's mission, would or could so coolly say, 
" xott ovTog ^v 6 ^pto-Tog," ^* and this was the Christ?* 
I think, few will hesitate to answer these questions in the 
negative. I think most will agree that Josephus could not 
have passed over in silence the death of Jesus Christ, and 
the origin of a sect so- hostile to the Jewish institutions, 
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and which had excited such commotioiis over all Europe^ 
and Asia, wherever the Greek language was received. 
C^tainly he would have said something, but we cannot 
imagine he jivould have said, ^^ And this ^aoas the Christ;** 
since that would have implied a direct contradiction of his 
reli^us profession, and an acknowledgment that the Mes- 
siah, of whose divine nature and kingdom he, as a Jew, en- 
tertained the most enlarged notions, had been amongst 
them a despised and persecuted man; had been put to 
death without effecting any of the great temporal revolu- 
tions they were taught to expect from him ; and, lastly, 
that, as he had lived despised and rejected by his country- 
men, so were his doctrines and i»recepts even then des- 
pised and rgected by himself. 

Xn oiider to clear up these contradictory presumptions, 
it will be fair to apply a rule of criticism universally 
fuJmowledged amongst those who employ themselves in 
$he elucidation of obscure passages in the ancient writers ; 
namely, that the notes and glosses of commentators, 
which were commonly written in the margin of manu- 
scripts, have frequently, in the course of repeated 
transcriptions, crept into the text. Admitting this, we 
may easily resolve the difficulty. Let us suppose that 
some early Jewish convert, gratified by the testimony of an 
elegant writer, who was himself inimical to the cause; 
let us suppose, that he added, as a marginal note, 
^ifTTQf ouToj ijv, " He was the Christ** Any Christian 
transcriber might make this note, and some subsequent 
transcriber might, by accident or design, incorporate it 
with the text. The words stand quite insulated, and the 
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connection of the preceding and following clauses does not 
require them. 

If we allow this reasoning to be satis&ctory, the pre- 
sumption will be strongly in favour of the passage, nor 
will its effect, as a corroborating testimony to the truth of 
Gospel history, be at all weakened. Josephus was a 
candid and polite writer, addressing himself to Romans, 
and anxious to adduce every thing which could aggran- 
dize and distinguish his country. The miracles wrought 
of Christ, his resurrection, and the fulfilment of ibm 
prophecies concerning him, were well adapted to this 
end; and it is probable that Josephus, writing not to his 
own countrymen, but to Romans, might mention these 
wonders upon the credit of his followers, although he 
might not himself believe them. * ♦ * 
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Mb. Editor, 

I BARE say you will coincide with me in thinking thai 
enquiries into the causeis and first springs of existing evils 
is always salutary; and particularly so in the Christian 
world, where we may expect to find such a rectitude of 
mind as will render it suflBcient to point out the sources of 
evil, in order to its discontinuance or prevention. 

I live, Sir, in a parish where the peculiar doctrines of 
the Gospel are preached with faithfulness by a pious and 
conscientious minister, yet without any visible impression 
or e£^t. Great general depravity is observable in the 
majority of the parishioners, together with an utter dis- 
regard for religion ; the church is thinly and negligently 
attended ; and the want of decorum occasionally observable, 
in the younger branches of those families who do attend it, 
indicates the little reverence in which divine things are 
held by their parents. As to the fruits of his preaching, I 
believe our pious pastor has the grief to observe little or 
none. His influence even seems unequal to the checking 
of glaring breaches of decency, and it is plain that he is 
disregarded and despised by a large proportion of his 
flock. 

I mention these points, Mr. Editor, in order that you 
may be enabled to judge what is the condition of our 
parish ; but there are other points which render its situ- 
ation peculiar. You must know, Sir, that we have been 
blessed here, for a long term of years, with a series of 
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good men, who have preached the word with zeal, and, 
until of late, with effect. Now, Sir, when the evils I have 
been speaking of are brought into discussion, it has been 
asserted that these effects are alwaj-s observable in places 
where the Gospel has been long preached. Our minister 
himself, as I am told, joins in this opinion ; and, satisfied 
that it is in the order of things that it should be so, he 
leaves the matter with God. This position has been so 
often advanced, and, on the credit of appearan^^es, so, 
generally received, that I have found it vain to argue 
against it, and the only answer I have been able to gaiii is, 
that '^ it is fine talking ; but there is no reasoning against 
experience." I confess, however, that I am still incre- 
dulous on this point, and, from the little examination I 
have had it in my power to make, I think * * . * 
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Mr. Editok, 

I BO verfly believe that the nick^iames of controver- 
sial disputants have done as much harm as the most 
delusive d£ their theories. — If I believe in salvation by 
free elective grace, without any operation on the part 
of man, why am I to be branded with the name of 
Calvinist? or, if I believe that man hath a part to per- 
form in preparing his heart for the reception of the 
Holy Spirit, can I not hold this witibout being sduted 
on all hands with the epithet ArminianP I am a Chris- 
tian, a disciple of the Lord Jesus, and I know of no 
othisr leader, either supreme or subordinate, but Him. 
I am no follower of John Calvin ; I am no follower of 
Arminius. I found my doctrine in the Bible, and i. 
trust they found theirs there also; but I am as much 
indebted to them for my ideas of «the process of salvation 
as they are to me, and no more. 

Again, Sir, I am a Christian, and I trust in God 
that I am a true Christian : what then does a man mean 
when he asks me whether I am of the Law or of the 
Gospel — whether I am legal or evangelical P If I be a 
Christian, I am an humble believer of the glad tidings 
of salvation contained in the New Testament; and to 
ask me whether I am a believer in the Gospel, is to ask 
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whether I am a Christian. But say some, there «re 
persons in the churches of the X>ord Jesus who dispute 
these leading and essential points, and believe that a 
man is saved by the measure of his works, — persons 
who discredit the sanctifying influences of the Spirit 
from above. How, then, are we to distinguish between 
the false and the faithful, except by these appellations ? 
To this I answer, that the man who, in reali^, thinks 
he can go about the salvadon of mankind without the 
intervention of the Redeemer is no Christian, The 
term Mahommedan is no nick-name for a follower of 
Mahommed, or Jem for an Israelite. We ought to be 
carefiilly exact in the application of names. It is a mat- 
ter of some importance, and we must not let a spirit of 
dang<erous moderation so far influence us as to set us 
about seeking a new epithet for true Christians, in o]:der 
that a part of mankind may not be deprived c^ an 
appellation to which they have no right 

You may think, Mr. Editor, that I betray an iinbe* 
coming asperity in these remarks; permit me to assure 
you that I feel none ; — but I have observed among 
some persons, an attachment to names in the church of 
Christ, which bodes no good to its interests. I bc^n 
to fear lest religion should be brought to consist in names 
alone, and lest the too frequent use of doctrinal terms 
should degenerate into a mere repetition of words witti- 
out meaning or effect. 

From the answers to correspondents in your last 
number^ I find a writer, whose signature is Theodosius, 
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disapproves of the biographical sketches which have 
recently appeared in your work, as uhevangelicaL Perr 
mit me to remark, Mr. Editor, that every thing which 
tends to the establishment of virtue and morali^, and 
whatever discountenances vice upon proper grounds, is 
evangelical. You yourself allow, in your notice of this 
correspondent, that ^Vin some of the sketches less is 
said than might have been wished, respecting some 
very essential doctrines of. Christianity," I need 
scarcely remark that Christianity does not consist in 
doctrines ; or that a man may be a very good Christian 
who has very little notion of these doctrines, as a sys- 
tem or plan of human salvation. There are, I believe, 
many now living, and in former times, for obvious rear 
sons, there have been many more, who have felt a 
fervait and lively faith in the Lord Jesus ; who have 
deplored that proneness to sin which is incidental to 
our fallen and depmved natures; who have sincerely 
prayed to Grod for that spiritual assistance, without 
which they were conscious they must fall into all man- 
ner of sin ; and who, finally, have walked in humble con- 
fidence with the Lord their God all the days of their 
lives, without ever hearing the word evangelicaly or of 
any compendious arrangement of the Gospel system, 
such as, in these times, is considered as the Shibboleth 
of the faithful. 

The doctrinal part of the Gospel is much too ex- 
clusively insisted upon by zealous ministers, and zealous 
writers. Christian preachers should, for the most part. 



347 



take these doctrioes as the elata, or given foundations of 
thdir disoounses, and while they pay more particular 
attention to the elucidation of the practical part of our 
duties, and the enforcement of the moral rules laid down 
by the Lord J^us and his disciples, they will do more 
good, by allusions to the sole spring of all human virtue 
in the Gh'oce of Gody and the means c£ attaining that 
grace through faith, than if they had made these things 
the leading topics of their sermons* If a congregation 
be constantly taught to look to God for ability to per- 
form their respective duties, and meet their several trials, 
and that too through faith in the blessed Author of bur 
salvation, they will be insensibly led to doubt their own 
strength, to lament their, own weakness, and to pray 
earnestly to God to aid and assist them for Jesus Christ's 
sake. We all know to what such dispositions as these 
are the prelude, and we have reason to beliere that a 
conversion of mind irom the world to God, wrought in 
this mjanner, will be more stable than any effect of sud* 
den impressions, or supernatural agitations of the grosser 
part of our natures^ Let any man observe the propor- 
tion which the doctrinal bears to the practical part of 
the Scriptures, and then decide as to the propriety of 
these observations. 

Besides, there are other advantages attending this mode 
of preaching and writing, which, though inferior, are not 
altogether trifling. The great features of the system of 
salvation contained in the New Testament, by being less 
argued, will, in process of time, come to be less dis- 
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puted. All logicians are aware of the evils which result 
from attemptbg to prove acknowledged truths, and the 
unwaiy hearer is sometimes led to imagine, that what 
is so often and laboriously defended must stand in 
need of defence. Few are able to comprehend a train 
of intricate reasonings but all can understand that there 
must be great need of vindication, where vindication is 
so frequently attempted. By this means, also, another 
evil will be obviated, a great source of spiritual pride 
will be stopped. Congregations will see more of the 
true spirit of Christianity, and of the extent of their 
duties, and will here have proper encouragement to the 
performance of them, at the same time that there will 
not be so great an opportunity of attaining a superficial 
knowledge of generals^ with which we often see Chris- 
tians puffed up, to the exclusion of better things. They 
will learn, under circumstances like these, to think more 
and talk less, and they will not be quite so prone to 
make comparisons favourable to themselves, with people 
who may be less enlightened. The Christian virtues of 
humility, love, and charity, will, it may fairly be expected, 
be more attended to, because they will be more insisted 
upon ; and so long as an assembly of Christians maintain 
these cardinal virtues unsullied amongst them, who will 
doubt that they Qre under the guidance of the spirit 
from above ? 

I have extended these remarks, Mr. Editor, to a 
greater length than I at first intended. If you think 
they are likely to be usefiil, I shall be glad to see them 
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printed. The subjects are undoubtedly of importance^ 
and I should be happ5r to see them undertaken by an 
abler hand. For the present, I feel satisfaction at having 
brought them forward for public discussion, and if I 
haye pressed them with earnestness, I hope it will be 
construed not into the acrimony of controversy, but 
2eal for the cause of the great Captain of our Salvation, 
and for die welfare of my Christian Brethren. 
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Mr. Editor, 

It has been remarked, that infidelity and contempt 
for religion have, in aU ages, kept pace with the -im- 
provements of science. The remark is, perhaps, lather 
too general, and the inferences, which are commonly 
drawn from it, by unbelievers on the one hand, and by 
Christians on the other, are alike mischievous and un- 
sound. It is not, that, increasing in intelligence, as we 
improve in science, we pierce through the mists of 
superstition, and thus liberate ourselves from the tram- 
mels of education and early prejudice ; but rather, that 
our minds become bewildered, as the scene extends 
before them, and thus draw conclusions which savour 
more of their first narrowness and prejudice, than of 
their present state of improvement. It is not, on the 
other hand, that God disapproves of the enquiries of 
philosophy, and visits the presumption of those who 
would penetrate into its recesses, with a blindness where 
it most concerns them to see; but rather that we stop 
short in our investigations, rest with too much con- 
fidence on deduction* hastily formed, and slightly exa- 
mined, ' and are thus plunged into the depth of error, 
by knowing, not too much^ but too little. 

True philosophy, which is the result of calm and 
patient investigation, the produce of a mind expanding 
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as its views are extended, and accurately acquainted with 
ib own powers and dependencies, will very rarely stop 
short of a belief in the Christian Religion. We have 
many vouchers to the truth of this remark. No human 
being ever saw farther into the secrets of nature than 
Sir Isaac Newton, nor has the world seen many more 
indefatigable philosophers than Boyle, Bacon, Tycho 
Brahe, and Boerhaave : for various and profound learn- 
ing, Sir William Jones may rank with the first scholars 
of any age; as for clearness and profundity of thought, 
Monsieur Pascal can have few equals. Yet all these 
men found then* enquiries terminate in a thorough 
conviction of the truth of Christianity. These were all 
Laymen^ and several of them, in the earlier parts of 
their lives, had many doubts upon the subject of Religion. 
But they were then only in the vestibule of the temple 
of science; when they had reached its innermost re- 
cesses, they found all their doubtii disappear in the light 
of full conviction. 

Philosophy introduces us into a new world, she 
unveils the mysteries of creation, and continually ex- 
pands the field of vision, and multiplies the objects 
of our contemplation, till we sink under a sense of our 
own insignificance, and of our infinite unimportance in 
the scale of created beings. Philosophy, therefore, does 
well, inasmuch as she humbles us; but if, to these 
expanded views of the Majesty of the Almighty, as 
displayed in his works, we bring those imperfect and 
contracted apprehensions of his other atfributes, which 
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Mr. Editor, 
It has been remarked, that in^delity and contempt 
tot religion have, in aU ages, kept pace wilb tlie im- 
provements of science. The remark is, perhaps, itotber 
too general, and the inferences, which are commonly 
drawn from it, by unbelievers on the one hand, and by 
Christians on the other, are alike mischievous and un- 
sound. It is not, that, increasing in intelltgraice, as we 
improve in science, we pierce through the mists of 
superstition, and thus liberate ourselves from the tram- 
mels of education and early prejudice ; but rather, that 
our minds become bewildered, as the scene extends 
before them, and thus draw conclusions which savour 
more of their first narrowness and prejudice, than of 
theit present state of improvemenL It is not^ on the 
other hand, that God disapproves of the enquiries of 
philosophy, and visits the presumption of those who 
would penejrate into its recesses, with a blindness where 
it most concerns, them to see ; but rather that we stop 
short in our investigations, rest with too much con- 
fidence on deductionsi hastily formed, and slightly exa- 
mined, 'and are thus plunged into the depth of error, 
by knowing, not too muck, but too little. 

True philosophy, which is the result of calm and ' 
patient investigation, the produce of a mind expand! 
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ib own powers and dependencies, will very rarely stop 
short of a belief in the Christian Religion, We have 
many vouchers to the truth of this remark. No human 
being ever saw &rtfaer into the secrets of nature than 
Sir Isaac Newton, nor has the world seen many more 
indefatigable philosophers than Boyle, Bacon, l^cho 
Brahe, and BoerhaaTe : for various and profound learn- 
ing, Sir William Jones may rank with the first scholars 
of any age ; as for clearness and profundity of thought, 
Monsieur Pascal can have few equals. Yet all these 
men found their enquiries terminate in a thorough 
conviction of the truth of Christianity. These were all 
Lt^men, and several of them, in the earlier parts of 
their lives, had many doubts upon the sul^ect of Reli^on. 
But they were then only in the vestibule of the temple 
of science; when they had reached its innermost re- 
cesses, they found all their doubts disappear in the light 
of full conviction. 

Philosophy introduces us into a new world, she 
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i-qf his other attributes, Which 
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so commonly prevail among the igncnrant and unen^^ 
lightened, then Jbese discoveries of the Majesty of God 
wiU only tend to bewilder and mislead us. 

It is thus that msAiy unhappy men have been seduced, 
into infidelity, by reasonings, apparendy founded on 
mathematical research, but which have been, in reality, 
nothing more than the deductions of a confined under- 
standing, bewildered with a little learning,^ and swelled 
with the pride of imaginary erudition- 
It is thus that we reason, when, in the moments of 
retirement and meditation, we cast our eyes on the 
glorious firmament of the Heavens, clothed in all the 
brilliancy of a star-light evening ; we consider, that 
every little sparkle which we behold, is either a world 
like our own, or, what is still more astonishing, a sun, 
roimd which some other mighty sisterhood of planets 
hold their everlasting courses. We call to mind, that 
the telescope reveals to us innumerable other stars, 
other planets, and other suns, which are too distant to 
be seen by the naked eye, and that the more perfect our 
glasses, and the more extended our vision, the greater 
is the number of worlds which seem to surround us. 
Every step we make into the remote fields of ether,, 
discovers to us some new stratum of stars ; and wben^ 
stretching our imaginations beyond the ken of our 
corporeal vision, we contemplate the realms of spacer 
and pursue the analogy we have thus discovered to its 
fullest extent, we are led to conclude, that their number 
is, indeed, immeasurable; as immeasurable as the fields 
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of space which they diversify, and which are to be 
oompreheiided alone^ by the Eternal Mind. When we 
have enlarged our conceptions to the uttermost, and 
swelled out our thoughts, until they appear to embrace 
the whole universe, we still ask, what is there beyond 
that ? we are still unable to assign the limits of space^ 
or to determine where extension shall c&n^ to be. Yet 
the same analogy, which has hithertcli^ guided our 
reasonings, would lead us to infer, that ho\«[ever far we 
might travel into infinite space, the same circlet of 
worlds would surround us. We see nothing in that 
part of the creation, which falls under our observation, 
without its use, nor can we conceive that there is any 
portion of the universe unappropriated to some distinct 
purpose of the Almighty Framer. The number of worlds 
is, th^efore, most probably, as infinite as are the fields 
of space. If every grain of sand which composes our 
globe were itself an earthy their number would, probably, 
bear no more proportion to the "whole mass of worlds^ than 
vayjtnite magnitude does to an infinite. And that these 
innumerable worlds are all inhabited by beings like our- 
selves, is a conclusion which reason and analogy alike con- 
firm. A more awful and humiliating consideration than 
this cannot be presented to the human mind. Wc all 
immediately exclaim, *' What are we? What is the globe 
we inhabit ? what even is the system of which it forms a 
part?' The humble and pious mind \$ fiHedwith gra* 
titude to God at the consideration, and wonders, with. 
David, how the Governor and Creator of so stup^idous a 
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scene can have 'snch i*egard for ^' man the son of man.^ 

The presrumpituous reasoner, on the contrary, the slave 

of his passions, his pride, or his sensuality, shields 

himsdf nnder the covert of his own insignificance* 

"Surely/* he ^exclaims, "God can have no regard. to 

the actions of a being like me, who am infinitely less 

in comparison with the universe, than a grain of dust 

is to the whole earth? The Divine mind is engaged in 

loftier speculations than the blind wanderings of a worm 

like me. I may live as I please, and do as I pleas^ 

without the animadversion of so i^pendous a being as 

the great God. As for Religion it fades into insignificancy 

it appears IHce the babblings of an ideot, after sudi aa 

insight as I have gotten into the mystery of nature : nor 

can I ever believe, that the Son of God died for the in^ 

habitants of this little world, when it might have be^n 

annihilated without making any blank in the system of 

the universe, or being missed among the innumeraUt 

orbs with which it is encompassed.^* 

Such are the reasonings of proud and ignorant men^ 

when slightly tinctured with philosophy. I will now 

endeavour to show the folly df siidh conclusions^ and 

to prove that these considerations, instead of indndug 

iis to hope fot impunity on account of our insignificanoe^ 

ought to convince us of the awful impfoptfmee of* the 

t 
'soul of tnan. 
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Poor / and of which Hbnby was a very active Member. 



The difference wliich has lat^y taken place betwe^ 
certain members' of the " Sick *^fiting Soci^j/J^ has p;c- 
ca^ioned much jpain to the pio^^];aeInbers of tjhi^ ^^^f^ 
of England; who, without bdn|; actiy<^ly ^g^ijg^ in 
that Society's afibirs^ are still anxious for i^s pro^Deri|y, 
and foe the interests of religion ini general. 

Th^ anticipate consequences from this dispute, n^or^ 
important than the disunion of a charitable body, or th^ 
diversion of the streams of public benevolence, : — they 
anticipate those feuds and yitestine divisions, against 
.which Aur Saviour has solemnly cautioned us, and whic];i, 
,as they are pernicious to hou6e3 and nations in g^ixe^al^ 
so are they ruinous to the hous^ and pec^le of Qh^st jp^ 
particular. 

Under these circumstances, it becomes a matter of 
serious importance to enquire, whether the exii^ting 
differences be, or be not, such as a trifling mutual <con- 
cession will entirely remove ; and if these diflPerences be 
such, and if the concessions ^o be made by each p^v 
be so trifling, that no scrupulosity can. take offence at 
tbem, surely, then, little e^ortation will be wanting tp 
reinstate the harmony of this religioi^ Society^ afid hfal 
the ugly woupd, which, while it appears tp exited no 

A A 2 



856 



farther than a few individuals, does, in &ct, reach the 
very vitals of religion itself. 

The original ground of complaint against the late 

visitors of the Society seems to be, that, setting aside the 
form appointed by the church for the visitation of the 
sick, they have made use of extemporaneous prayers. In 
this pracdce, it seems, they were not sanctioned by the 
irules of the Society. These rules restricted the visitors^to 
Dr. Storehouse's prayers, along with his directions for 
suppljring the deficiencies, which must be found in every 
pre-composed form when applied to particular cases. 
If the visitors have presumed so far as to neglect these 
restrictions altogether, and without being guided by the 
form of our church, or the directions of Dr. Stonehoose^ 
have trusted wholly to their own resources, they have 
undoubtedly been guilty of imprudence, and are liable to 
just reprehension, for having violated a rule which had 
their previous assent Such a misconduct, on the part of 
the visitors, called for the animadversions of the Com- 
mittee ; and it may be supposed, that no visitor would be 
displeased with animadversions so just, or would again 
violate so explicit a law. But the misconduct of the 
visitors in this respect does not seem to lEiffi>rd any 
colour for the rescinding the original regulation, and 
substituting another, confining them solely to the ordi* 
nance of our church; If the public were contented with 
the regulation as it originally stood, and are only dis- 
pleased with its infi'action^ the correction of the abuse is 
all the public can expect or desire ; and it is difficult to 
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see how their confidence will be restored by the establisb* 
ment of a rule^ which, as it is stricter, is more liable to in« 
fraction than the former. 

The form of prayer iqppointed by our church for the 
visitation of the sick is truly excellent; but it never could 
enter into the minds of the framers of it, that it would so 
iar answer every emergency, and adapt itself to every cas^ 
as to raider all addition superfluous and impertinent* 
The very service itself proves this ; for it presumes the 
sick person to be a member of the church of Christ, and 
in the last prayer, it presumes him to be a penitent; and 
as many sick persons are neither of these^ the form cannot 
be adapted to all cases; and, therefore, to confine 
the visitor to this one form, will be to ordain, that they 
should pray for one description of persons only; and that 
as to the hardened and reprobate, and those who most 
need the prayers of the pious, they should either not pray 
by them at all, or pray by them, without praying ybr them* 
The form of our church, therefore^ is not of universal ap» 
plicati<m; and it seems most certain, that it entered not 
into the contemplation of the framers to provide for every 
case. 1 believe the practice of the most orthodox divinea 
from the period of the Reformation confirms this opinion | 
and if we advert to the earlier ages of Christianity, it ia 
very manifest, not only firom Tertullian, but firom SL Cj^ 
prian, that prayers adapted to particular cases were in uie 
in social worship, and were highly approved by the bishop^ 
at a period when the church did not want its established 
and sanctioned forms. A zeal for every branch of oar 
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eitdMiithed oMinafaces is certiliiily laudflble^ and ongbt to 
h^ ch^risb€fd ; but we iriiist not permit that zeal to carry 
us into such an attachment to them^ as to exalt them out 
of tb^ir ()ropher ^heref, and make them objects of super- 
sllltious observalioe, rather than of rational esteem. But 
dismissing all argument, one circumstance alone ought 
lo prevent too tenacious an adherence to the forms of 
{frayer employed by otkr church in the visitation of the 
tick ; namely^ that, in the present instance, they are no 
iaore sanctioned to their use, than any other forms which 
contain nothing contrary to the trutli, since the whole 
Service is a ministerial service, and is no more calculated 
for private use amongst laymen than is the service of 
matrimony. To enjoin^ therefore, the sole use of these 
IrliUrch forms, would be to enjoin a thing in itself im- 
|>rc^er as wdl as unprofitable; every churchman will 
delight to use them, when they appear fitted for the 
occasion ; and, surely, no Christian would^ out of blind 
-regard to a particular system, wish them to be used 
where they do not appear so adapted. The question, 
therefore, now seems to be, whether forms of prayer, 
atfid that, tm^ such as have been approved by the Com- 
-ifiitte^» should be alone permitted to be used by the Visitors. 
Arid htfre, I hope, that after ei little conviction all parties 
•ifrill coincide. We have seen, in numerous instances, the 
'wildhess and extrdvagance which have arisen from the 
MfjkAt of e:^tethporaneous jirayer; and^ as churchmen, we 
^i(^ dliiijr the admirable dFects of a pre-composed form. To 
"jSiXfj that a Christian feels more warmth di ai&ction, and 
fervour of spirit, while h6 pours forth his unpremeditated 
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petition in unpremeditated words, than when he merely 
runs over a form of words, which may not be in exact 
unison with his feelings, is no conclusive argument in favour 
of extemporaneous effusions. A man may offer up his pe- 
titions with great warmth of feeling, when he is not neces- 
sarily more spiritual and devout. There is animal feeling 
as well as spiritual, and the one may very easily be mis- 
taken for the othei'. An orator, or a poet, reciting his own 
compositions, may feel a similar flame kindling in his 
bosom. 
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ON THE DIGNITY OF THE PULPIT. 

The dignity of the pulpit cannot be too energetically 
enforced upon ministersi and those destined for the holy 
office. The lamentable effects which we daily observe 
to ensue from the prostitution of this dignity, are a suf- 
fident proof that it is highly displeasing in the eyes of God, 
and deleterious to the true interests of religion. It is to the 
dMection of this dignity that I attribute a great portion of 
the undisguised contempt, and profane ridicule, with which 
the profession of the gospel of Jesus Christ is now so uni- 
versally treated. Tudh in her native garb mil command 
respect; but when she is either tricked out in vulgar oma- 
nudbts, or concealed beneath the coarse habiliments of 
melumess and ignorance, it is not to be wondered at that 
she be received by tiie world with derision and contumely. 

A preacher ought to regard himself in Scripture 
phrase^ as a <^ vessel of honour set apart to God ;" as 
a mean by which tiie Almighty Father of the] universe 
makes known his will to mankind, and directs his people 
into the paths of truth and holiness. He ought^ there- 
fore, to take heed that he be duly qualifieS by learning, 
and a chaste and correct taste, to fill, with propriety, the 
sacred function to which he has been called by the 
Divine Will. I say, he ought to beware, with all pos- 
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sible anxidy, lest, by any n^ligence or carelessness on 
his part, he disgrace, instead of honouring the sacred 
office, and tonpt the God before whom he ministers 
to withdraw from him that countenance, without which 
all his exerti<His will avail nothing. The qualifications 
of human learning are not of trivial importance to a 
priest 
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OiiJ OVK ESTIMATE OF HAlPPINtSS. 



The estimates which we make of human life, its 
pleasures, and its pains, are commonly inaccurate. That 
which seems desirable is not always good, nor is the pos- 
session of the objects of our warmest wishes always a real 
benefit. This is true, not only when we covet the means 
of animal gratification, and pursue objects which from 
their agreeableness, and the delights they promise, are 
most likely to blind our judgments and lull our vigilance; 
but even in instances where the passions seem to be en- 
listed on the side of the virtues, and when the heart pants 
only for the fair, the beautiful, and the honourable. 

The most ignorant of men can conceive that the pos- 
session of learning, wit, and genius is honourable and 
gratifying; and those who think with more precision, 
reckon the pleasures of intellect the most exquisite, at the 
same time that they are the most innocent, and the farthest 
removed from what is sensual and gross. Yet it would 
admit of much controversy, whether the happiness of 
mankind has been increased or diminished by the progress 
of science; and still more, whether the gifls of genius, 
and the acquirements of study, confer any additional hap- 
piness on him by whom they are possessed. If it be 
granted, that the arts (which are the parents of science) 
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bi^ye fldminidteftS wudk to the cx>infort» and ogoyaieBtt 
of lif^ they have Ukewidd craMi Hatd^ of whixdi we Were 
before igaorSmtf ibid havH fostered \vamff^^i» 
With Mhich they have adapted themselres to 
coiihtenie^ce* If th^ ihcrease of knowledge has opened te 
us h^^ itourcds of gratification, and increased out sleek of 
uftt^inted flI^teaKi^5 it hAs likewise opened bur eyes ter iialb 
miseries of our fitatiofi i given ns k keener sil8ce{»tibilitjr of 
the taladokied of Kfe, tltfd^ by induomg habits of odntiiiaed 
teflettion^ hM exi^gerated our sympathies and stretched 
oUti to a gr6amt entent, tho^ fine threads of stNsid fted 
relative attachment j wbteh are continually cdnvqridg aone 
jahrittg tibrntloh to the beftrt That the increase e€ know- 
ledge ha§ A prc^essivH itiflueiice on our feelings and 
^ihpilthies, is lijfiiftifest firom the history of nations, as Weil 
a^ fVbtii thstt of individilids. l7he (Savage in the nidest 
sMe of humithity has few sytfipathie^ I his cares and feairs 
eikitend biit little beyond himself; he exposes his aged 
pdi*ents wheil they beconie tli^ele§s to hitti, luid he 
ititil-ders the ififant i^hbsid deforndty disgilsts binii or 
whose potiy dppeaHtiice gives ^dse to appr^end that 
it maj^ be buithishstime td hihi^ As he becomes motte 
civilized, the" t^tfttive atfAchfhents gfoW st^dnger> yel stiH 
iiot ^ strong fts ehtirely to dvemdttie die love of asK 
Thus^ thdugh l^idbe weeps heinelf td fttone 6ter the 
bcydies o( hei* dedd children, yet Medea imbmeb her 
iiattds in the blood of her infant broker) and scMefs 
his limbs in her flight, in order to retard tbe piursuit tf 
her father. In the next stage, the bonds of attachment 
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become wider than those of blood. Pylades persists 
in his z^solution of dymg with Orestes, in spHe of the 
entrailies and remonstrances of his friend; and the 
servants of the younger Cyrus, at a period of barbaric 
history, which may answer to that of Pylades and 
Orestes in Grecian annals, enthusiastically immolate 
themselyes on the body of their benevolent master. Tlie 
attachment of the sexes also grows more refined and 
sentimoital, as knowledge and dvilization extend tfiemr 
selyes, and differs as widely from that pasdonf whose 
only gratifications are sensual^ as a covenant of mutual 
conrenience^ from a covenant of aiSfection. 

In process of time, as the mind b^ins to soar above 
material things, and penetrate into the obscure regions 
of the moral world, it makes new discoveries as to the 
condition of man, busies itself with the probable chances 
of fiiturity, anticipates a thousand ills, which it per- 
ceives are but too inseparable from our imhappy St&tc;^ 
and feels, in the apprehension of calamity, all the 
miseries of its reality. In this way, when the mind 
has been long accustomed to dwell with melancholy atten- 
tion on the ilb of life, to examine its promises and their 
issues; to contemplate the speedy termination of all its 
cares, and to consider the dark cloud which envelopes that 
termination; it becomes too well skilled in the chances 
and changes of mortality, and neglects to enjoy the present 
good, through the apprehension that it may be dashed 
from its lips before it be tasted. 
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The enlargemait} therefore, of our views^ and the in- 
crease of our powers, while it exalts the human character, 
and draws it a step nearer to its great original, does not 
necessarily augment the happiness of life. The con- 
dition of the wealthy and potent is more enviable than 
that of the poor and despised only in appearance* 
Wealth has its cares, and. dominion its anxieties; and 
wealth and power often serve but to increase, by in- 
dulgence, those evils which are the fundamental causes 
of all human misery. So likewise^ wisdom, and learnings 
and science, though they may exalt the condition of 
humanity, can do litde towards the alleviation of its 
woes, or the prevention of its misfortunes. 

Yet it must be allowed, that the evils of learning do 
not extend so much beyond its immediate votaries, 
while its benefits are felt over the whole community. 
Though the pale suitor of wisdom may find by daily 
experience that the fruit of the tree of knowledge is 
still the fruit of bitterness, and though he may languish 
under the pressure of imaginary ills, and find every 
joy shadowed with melancholy, and every prospect 
clouded with care and apprehension, yet society at large 
will feel the good effects of his pains. To his labours^ 
will men owe the down&U of superstition and bigotry, 
the general diffusion of reason, the confirmation of moral 
truth, and the substitution of the pleasures of intellect 
for those of sense. These are benefits of such a magni* 
tude, that we might be induced to deify the author of 
them; but their abuse is so common, and so certainly 
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ttpniaquioipt oa iSieir potaesAmf Ibi^ w» 9ffm iM^tate 
.10 fke^ ibma in |b« liait of biiii«fit8» ^m lityair aiitfaor in 
the foil of beiicfiiqtorg* We no fiomier dispel ifte mists 
of superstitieiif Aan ^^deUty sears idyo^; her istaicbcd} 
and bests to anas» We cannot teadi men to make 
fiason |4^ir giude^ but presently ihmf diadain eriny 
Mother iielpy and inumdata religion on the altars of their 
pridi^ And when at length we have proved that Ike 
fiaasuvea of * >* ^ 
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ON THE HUMAN MIND. 

The economjr of creation is every, where pregnant 
with wonder.; but nature h|us .no myM^xy jK> a^tpni/shingi 
no secret so dark^ jas the Juiman mind* Zt Wf^ in d4i 
ren.e«, to «^ «, hb ,»».i«g p»e«. *.. m«, 
was orig^ally made in the express image of Gq4j and 
it is from hence that, the same inscrutably glpom hangs 
over that wonderful pai^ of our beir^ whidi is called 
MINI), as shrouds the King of the universe hinnselfy and 
all his aUributes^ from the vulgar gaze*. 

Althoug]^ we are sometimes able, obscurely, . to traqe 
our ratiocinative faculties in ' the course ^f. their op€ir- 
ations, *yet our observations tend to little, more ,than to 
excite astonishment at ihe subtlety <of their transitions, 
and the swiftness with which they traverse all iiatun^ 
and connect, by an almost imperceptibly link, ideas the 
most distant... Being thus little acquainted with th(e 
mind at large,' ,we Ipiow it merely by.. its effects,, au^ 
consider . geuius^ or. jiati^'al superiority of jntellectf onhr 
in conQectiqn with the object to -which it>is directed^- and 
in which it ^xels; but the* ethereal and evaoesceot 
quality in iifrhich genius more particularly icpnsists* iseems 
to elude our keenest .observatioiw The power of C001- 
bining a larger number of ideas must alm^s .be XfP* 
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garded as a characteristic of a great mind; but it is so 
fiur firom bdng the sole constituent of genius, that' alcme, 
it would probably produce no movements of excel- 
lence. If it were unattended with the warmth and 
^thusiasm, which is another, and more universal mark 
dT genius, it would want an adequate motive for exer- 
tion; it would soon grow cold and languid in its efforts^ 
1^ would achieve nothing, because it would plan little. 
There are even adventitious circumstances, which, though 
they add nothing to the powers of the mind themselves^ 
are, perhaps, necessary to call them into action, and 
without which they might lie unnoticed and undis- 
covered. I believe that even Pascal himself, althou^ 
so many wonders are told of the irresistible impulse by 
which he was led to the mathemadcs, was indebted for 
his first inclination to those studies to the conversation 
of his father, who was deeply versed in them. 

Milton was blind, and Homer is supposed to have 
been blind ; and where do we meet with such strong 
and characteristic painting as in Milton and Homer. 
Those works of the former poet which were written 
before the loss of his sight, beautiful and glowing as 
tliey are, do not possess either the strength of deli- 
neation or the bold sublimity of conception, remarkable 
in his epics. It may be thought paradoxial to assert 
that he would never have produced the Panidise Lost 
had he never lost his sight, but that it had considerable 
influence on that work, will, on reflection, appear not 
improbiEible. 
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A thousand springs^ unseen even to the eye of the 
minute observer, contribute to the production of a work 
of genius. The sophists imagine that man was once k 
monkey, and inhabited the woods, but that he accident- 
ally learned the use of the muscle, by the contraction 
of which the thumb is brought in contact with the fore- 
finger; that, from the dexterity which this discovery gave 
him, he gradually improved his faculties, and heaped dis- 
covery upon discovery, until he arose to the summit of 
science and of art. This ridiculous story may be applied 
with more propriety to the mind. — The energies of a 
mighty genius lie dormant, like a treasure, hidden even 
from its owner, until some happy chance, some fortunate 
accident, gives them the first impulse, and awakes their 
owner to a sense of his unobserved powers. From this 
period the progress of genius may be gradual, but it is 
sure : when once the enchanted spring has been touched, 
the mind will recur with eagerness to its newly discovered 
pursuit : it will hang with a secret and inexpressible fond- 
ness over its hidden beauties ; it will expatiate on all its 
varying appearances, and trace its unfolding graces, until it 
comes forth prepared to astonish mankind with pure and 
origipal excellence. In works of mere genius, the fire and 
animation which stamps their sterling worth upon them is 
often caught fi^m the mere reflection of these first tran- 
sports ; a kind of sacred sublimity seems to dwell upon 
every thing connected with that object to which the genius 
is particularly bent, and as often as it is recalled to the 
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mind the lervour and enthusiasm of former periods is again 
and again excited. 

To this cause I attribute the particularities of com- 
position and character which have distinguished some of 
the poets. Some have manifested peculiar fondness for 
night; some for ocean*scenery ; others for woods, and 
groves ; and, among the incidents of mortal life, for sub- 
jects which touch on grief, or love, fortitude^ complaint, 
death. So likewise, many have been able to write only 
at particular periods. Milton's vein flowed only from 
the autumnal to the vernal equinox ; and Thomson sel- 
dom composed except in the autumn, and during the 
night season. Poetry, with them, was connected with 
particular impressions which, probably, they were th^n- 
selves unable to trace, but from which it was in no 
wise happily to be separated. Dr. Johnson has sneered 
at these fancies, as he is pleased to call them ; but when 
he has defined in uohat tme genius consists, he may be per- 
mitted to decide on matters which affect its essence. 

Conceiving it, then, to be at all events in a greater or 
less degree true, that genius depends on fortuitous circum- 
stances, and external impressions, the poet's position will 
appear most certain, that, 

** Full many a flow'r is born to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air." 

This reflection might be a mournful one to a disciple of 
Epicurus ; but, confiding in the existence of an all-good. 
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and wise Providence, we trust that no man of real genius 
has been permitted to wear away the day of mortality in 
obscurity and neglect, but whose talents, had they been 
called into action, would have been ruinous to mankind, 
and destructive to himself. # ♦ « ♦ ♦ 
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bN HUMAN LIFE. 



We may with justice term this life a state of expectation. 
Though all human happiness be at best comparative only, 
it is made to consist more in anticipation than in actual en- 
joyment The things we looked forward to with longing 
become insipid in possession. Every new acquisition serves 
only to open new prospects, until the life of man lan- 
guishes to its close, and ^tbe still unsatisfied eye turns to 
a state of future existence, and rests at length on objects 
exempt from human vicissitude. Sad as this represent- 
ation may seem, it is yet the fairer side of the picture of our 
mortal affairs. There is something pleasing in the con- 
templation of successful exertion, however unsatisfactory 
its object, when attained ; but even this source of pleasure 
is denied to a considerable portion of mankind, the numer- 
ous children of disappointment, and misfortune, who only 
form schemes of happiness to see them frustrated, and 
build hopes but to lament over their untimely destruction. 

The sanguine principle implanted in our bosoms by 
the wise Author of our being, is the joint source of our 
sweetest pleasures, and our most cruel woes. Disap- 
pointment treads swifUy on the heels of hope. We form 
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projects^ and see them blasted. Again from the ashes 
of the former arises some new pursuit, which is again 
destroyed, and again renewed, in a perpetual series of 
annihilation, and re-production, until the mind, like the 
long-used bow, loses its elasticity, and the eyes are at 
length opened when their late acquired clearness can na 
longer avail. 

If the position be true, that our happiness consists 
rather in anticipation than in enjoyment, it is also true, 
that, with regard to earthly bliss, the man of obtuse 
faculties and sluggish disposition has infinitely the advan- 
tage of the man of talents and exalted understanding. 
The one founds his plans in mediocrity and moderation : 
he follows his aim tardily, but with certainty. His pro- 
bation is fortunately for him extended, and it is free 
alike from the anxiety of uncertainty, and the appre- 
hension of danger. But the other grasps at worlds. 
He would wield the thunders of Jehovah, and direct 
the fate of the universe ; he aims at improbabilities, 
and he expends all his strength on a stroke ; his expect- 
ations grow with his failures, until at length the bubble 
is dispelled, and he looks on the past as the uneasy 
tracings of a feverish dream» 

Here, then, are the tables turned upon wisdom. 
The very philosopher, who surveys, as from an eminence, 
the deluded crowds who are pursuing the rainbow of 
promise beneath him, fells into the very folly he effects 
to pity, and while he shakes his head at the vagaries of 
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his poor fellow-sojouniersy turns to contemplate with 
flattering delight some visionary fabric of his own, ten 
thousand times more unsubstantial) as it is infinitely more 
refined. 
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OMNIPRESENCE. 

If we allow that there is a God^ it will follow that 
be is infinite in all his attributes. Since he who is the 
fountain of all perfection in created things, cannot but 
be himself perfect, and as his being is infinite, so are 
his attributes. They cannot be less than infinite, because 
God is an infinite being; if he have power, it must be 
unbounded; if he be present any where, he must be 
ptesent* every where; if his knowledge extend to one 
thing, or to one period, it must extend to all things, 
and to all times. Again, we cannot doubt that God's 
power is infinite, and, if his power be infinite, all his 
other attributes are infinite, for infinity is the perfection 
of any quality, and we cannot suppose that a Grod of 
infinite power would possess any quality in an imperfect 
d^pree. Considering it proved that God is omnipresent, 
it follows that he is omniscient ; for as God is an imma- 
terial being in a mode incomprehensible to the human 
understamding, his knowledge is not confined to any 
particular place, but is in all places at once, and that too 
in its fiillest perfection. In the human mind the brain 
is the seat of reason and perception, and our ideas are con- 
veyed to it by the senses of sight, feelings hearing, 
taste, and smell; but the mind of God is in all parts of 
space at once. The whole universe is, as it were, his 
sensorium. 
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The omniscience and omnipresence of God, then, 
ought to fill our hearts with fear and trembling. These 
sovereign perfections of his nature ought to be uninter- 
mittingly before our eyes, that so we might walk with 
more wariness and circumspection, and might be anxious ^ 
to chase every image and idea of pollution from Altering 
into breasts on which the eye of God is incessantly- fixed. 
What would the wicked man say could he perfectly com- 
prehend the exquisite perfection of God's omniscience ? 
He would then know, that, in moments of debasing and 
guilty pleasure, the eye of the all-pure God is fixed stead- 
fastly upon him; that in darkness and in solitude God is 
with him; and that his justice has only to say, Strike^ and 
the uplifted arm of his vengeance falls heavy upon him. 
What terrors would agitate the mind of the hypocrite, 
did he fully comprehend, and believe the omniscience of 
God! Could he bear to think, that, in the very acts 
of dissembled adoration, the scrutinizing gaze of the 
Lord of Truth was penetrating into the innermost re- 
cesses of his vile and corrupted heart But wherefore do 
I speak of the profligate or deceitful only ? Let the man 
here stand forth who can say he doth not shrink fi*om 
the idea, that the inspecting view of the Almighty is 
unceasingly fixed upon his heart. You, who have on 
this day joined in the worship of your Lord and 
Saviour, have your thoughts never wandered, or hath 
no imagination obtruded itself inta your hearts which 
you would blush to expose to the eye of your fellow- 
mortals ? And if they would disgrace you in their eyes. 
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if you would recoil from the animadversions of your 
companions in sin, how shall you dare to expose them 
to the examination of him, who is AU-Holy, All-Right- 
eous, and All- Wise ! But, in truth, you neither believe 
nor understand this important attribute of the Deity. 
We are apt at all times to reason of things spiritual by 
things temporal^ and to compare infinite things with 
Jinite. Thus arguing of God, as if his capacities were 
like our own, we conceive that he is too much engaged 
with the government of the universe, the regulation of 
the heavenly bodies, or the revolutions of states and 
empires, to bestow any attention to the actions of poor, 
passing worms like us. But is this reasonable? We 
know that God is omniscient. We know his knowledge 
extends every where, that he dwells every where, that 
he is found in the atom as completely as in the universe. 
If then he know every thing, he must know every thing 
perfectly; for if he knew any thing partially, or not 
entirely, he would have something imperfect, which is 
contrary to his nature. God, therefore, knows every 
thing that passes in our inmost souls letter than we do 
ourselves: he reads our most secret tiioughts: all the 
cogitations of our hearts pass in review before him ; and 
he is as perfectly and entirely employed in the scrutiny 
of the thoughts and actions of an individual as in the 
regulation of the most important concerns of the uni- 
verse. This is what we cannot comprehend, but it is 
what, according to the light of reason, must be true, 
and, according to Revelation^ is indeed true. God can 
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do nothing imperfectly, and we may form some idea of 
his superintending knowledge, by conceiving, what is 
indeed the truths that all the powers of the Godhead are 
employed, and solely employed, in the observation and 
examination of the conduct of one individual. I say 
this is indeed the case, because all the powers of the 
Godhead are employed upon the leasi as well as upon 
the greatest concerns of the universe; and the whole 
mind and power of the Creator are as exclusively em- 
ployed upon the formation of a grub, as of a world. 
God knows every thing perfectly, and he knows every 
thing perfectly at once. This, to a human understandings 
would breed confusion, but there can be no confusion 
in the Divine understanding, because confusion arises 
from imperfection. Thus God, without confusion, be- 
heads as distinctly the actions of every man, as if that 
man were the only created being, and the Godhead were 
solely employed in observing him. Let this thought 
fill your minds with awe and with remorse. * * 
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*' And Moses was learned in all the wisdom of the Egyptians." 

Acts, vii. 22. 



The natural weakness of the human understanding, 
and the circumstance of its being confined, in all its oper- 
ations, to reasoning from material objects, or things 
seen alone, sufficiently prove the necessity of revelation 
to inform us concerning the things which are not seen. 
Mere animal instinct, or the light of nature, might have 
sufficed for regulating the economy of our bodily exist* 
ence; but as our being was endowed with an immortal 
principle, and we were taught, almost by intuition, to 
look forward to a time when the bonds of matter should 
be dissolved, and we yet live, — some better information 
was to be expected concerning this future life and its 
conditions, than we could gather from our own confined 
and defective reasonings. The moment we regard our- 
selves as creatures destined to outlive the wreck of 
matter, and fill a station in that spiritual world which 
shall rise upon the ruins of this material one, a new 
view opens before our eyes, and we become anxious to 
be informed of the nature of the future state, and in 
what degree our happiness therein may be dependant on 
ourselves. That our felicity hereafter is conditional, 
the most barbarous nations seem to understand ; and that 
there is any condition, except those of moral life, and 
benevolence towards our fellows, the most enlightened^ 
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when unvisited by the Gospel, have not discovered. 
Keen and penetrating philosophers among the heathen 
have conjectured that man must have fallen from a hap- 
pier condition, since the existing depravity and misery 
of the race could only be reconciled with the benevo- 
lence of the Supreme being on such a supposition. 

The golden age of the poets is only a figurative re- 
presentation of this primitive state, and they represent 
the occasion of the declension of mankind from their 
first happy condition to have been the gradual desertion 
of their deities, of whom Astrea, or Justice, was the 
last who lingered amongst them, and whose departure 
closed the age of Gold, and introduced that of Iron. 
' So far, then, has the light of reason been able to 
penetrate. Yet a mystery still hangs over this period 
in the history of the world ; there is yet something which 
the eye of man cannot reach; there is yet a gulf he 
cannot penetrate. The tradition of a fall from a state of 
primitive innocence is universal: but how far has this 
event afiected our hopes of the future? How, in our 
present lapsed condition, over-run with vice and wicked- 
ness, are we to be rendered acceptable in the eyes of an 
all-pure God? No answer could be given to these 
questions, except by a revelation from Almighty God 
I\imself ; and such a revelation was in due time given to 
mankind. These mysteries, so far as they really con- 
cerned us, were cleared up, and God condescended to 
explain to us the course of his dealings with us, and to 
point out the means of attaining everlasting life. 

7 
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While men were yet few and simple, God enabled 
them to walk according to his will, and instructed them 
where to look for the reparation of the damages their 
nature had sustained at the &I1 by immediate revelation 
of the Holy Spirit: but when mankind had. increased in 
numbers, and in refinement, near 2600 years after the 
Creation, He deposited in the hands of the people, whom 
for this purpose he had peculiarly chosen to himself 
the written revelation of his will ; and to this people he, 
from time to time, made himself known by the mouths 
of holy men, until the coming of the Messiah, who 
was the completion of prophecy, the key to all mystery, 
and the herald of light and life to the whole human 
race. 

The first revelation given from God to man, was that 
of Moses, wherein the history of the world, from the 
creation, was shortly and clearly deduced; the situation 
of mankind, in consequence of the transgression of our 
first parents, delineated ; and a rule of life and religion 
laid down, adapted to the condition of the people for 
whom it was more immediately intended. 

The books of the Pentateuch contain the foundation 
of our religion and our hopes. It is true, the glorious 
dispensation of the Gospel is in them but darkly 
shadowed; yet they sufficed for the salvation of the 
chosen seed, until the fulfilment of God's purposes came 
to pass. In them we trace evident and undoubtful marks 
of the Divine hand ; and if they did not sufficiently attest 
themselves to the hearts and understandings of all 



382 



Christians, by their intimate connection with the first 
principles of our religion, if all other evidence of their' 
divine origin were lost or thrown aside, there would be 
sufficient ground for believing them to be the work of 
a man inspired by God from external circumstances; 
from a comparison with the manners, laws, and religion 
of other nations at this period ; from their ideas of the 
Deity ; their traditional accounts of the creation ; and 
from the general state of learning and knowledge in the 
world at the period they were written; On the present 
occasion, we mean to examine more particularly into the 
wisdom of the Egyptians mentioned in the text; to com- 
pare their superstitions and traditions with the Mosaic 
history and religion ; and to examine, as far the lapse 
of years, and the particular mode of transmitting their 
knowledge adopted by the Egyptians, will permit; how 
far it was possible for Moses to have availed himself of 
the wisdom of the Egyptians in framing the Divine 
books. 

I. The religion of the Egyptians, even at this early 
period, as may be collected from the Greek historians, 
was Polytheism, in its wildest- and most extravagant 
degree. They worshipped an infinite variety of deities, 
of whom the chief seem to have been Osiris and Isis, 
After these the bull Apis was held in sovereign ador- 
ation, and the long catalogue of their gods was filled 
with other animals, and every plant of the most ignoble 
and contemptible species. To such folly and blindness 
had God given up this unhappy people, that they paid. 
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all kinds of slavish and servile obeisance to the shrines 
of these senseless and stupid divinities : they maintained 
their priests in the greatest opulence, and held all other 
religions, even that of the true God, in the utmost 
abhorrence for their sakes. Although it does not appear 
that, in Egypt, as in Chaldea, the priests were the sole 
guardians of their knowledge as well as their religion; 
but, on the other hand, that they were distinct orders of 
men, yet the two interests were so far blended, that, 
while they asserted the antiquity of their science, they 
maintained that their religion was coeval. The spirits, 
by whose power they professed to perform wonders and 
invert tlie order of nature, must have been the objects 
of adoration from the first cultivation of the magical 
arts amongst them. Now it is observed, that the con- 
juration of spirits is the first species of knowledge 
affected amongst uncivilized nations, and the Egj^tians 
pretended to have traces of science amongst them for 
several hundred thousand years beyond the period of the 
creation, according to Moses. Of the traditions concern- 
ing the creation, preserved among the Egyptians, we know 
nothing. Scarcely any of the ancient religions made 
their gods even older than the world we inhabit; and 
we cannot for a moment suppose, that they attributed 
the creation of the universe to gods, whom they them- 
selves saw bom and expire, and who were but branches ; 
and, moreover, subordinate branches of the animal crea- 
tion. They probably, therefore, like many of the an- 
cient philosophers, believed the world eternal, or else 



384 



ascribed its origin to the natural and spontaneous pro- 
perties of pre-existent matter; a doctrine which had 
likewise its abettors among the luminaries of the hea- 
then world. They never thought of affixing to their 
gods more than a mundane and temporal dominion, 
and their worship was rather to be considered as a series 
of rites, on which they believed their good fortune de- 
pended, than the heartfelt adoration of an All-intelligent 
and Almighty Deity. 

II. As for the sciences on which the Egyptians so 
greatly prided themselves, we shall find that their pre- 
tensions to them were unquestionably legitimate, but tliat 
their kno>yledge was still deformed with superstition and 
clouded with mystery. They appear to have derived 
their knowledge of astronomy from the Chaldeans. 
This people, who inhabited a plain and level country, 
particularly adapted to the observation of the heavenly 
bodies, early addicted themselves to this study; and 
although Belus, the reputed inventor of the science 
amongst them, is placed by some chronologers after 
Moses in the order of time, yet on the testimony of the 
Greeks, who were jealous of their pre-eminence, they 
had observations on record to a much earlier period. 
Geometry is another art which they must early have 
cultivated ; for as the annual inundations of the Nile de- 
stroy or obliterate the boundarj'-line and land-marks, 
they would otherwise have had no means of ascertaining 
every man's individual property after the reflux of the 
waters. That land had been appropriated long before 



Moses' time, is plain from the policy of Joseph) whoy 
during the seven years of famine, bought all the land of, 
Egypt for Pharaoh in return for corn, and then restored 
it to the proprietors} on condition of their paying a pro* 
portion of the annual increase into the treasury. Be- 
sides these, we may gather from what was known in 
after times, that they had a particular predilection for 
many branches of physics, and endeavoured to penetrate 
into the mysteries of the material and immaterial ^vorld. 
Their physicians were early distinguished. We read of 
them embalming the body of Israel; and we are told, 
that they cultivated the medical art with so much care 
and minute attention, that they had separate physicians 
for every part of the body. These arts, however, seem 
io have been but subordinate pursuits. The great ob- 
jects of attention were the occult sciences. Jt was the 
magicians who swayed the minds of the people with a 
power almost imperial. It was the magicians who spread 
their fame over all the civilized world, and attached f^ 
reverential awe to the name of an Egyptian. The mys- 
ieries of these arts the magi preserved with the most 
jscrupulous care; they were imparted to none but their 
•immediate descendants; they were not entrusted to writ- 
.ing, but were locked up in the breasts of their jealous 
'possessors. There is reason to believe, ,that a portioQ 
.of judicial astrology was mixed with their magic ; but 
jthey seem to have relied more on the incaqtatipn of 
.spirits for the iu^complishment of their purpos^. Who 
•^oes not read the accounts contained in the book .of 
vE^xodtts of the wonders they performed in emujiatipQof 
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oBMiBf iMn itarj^Msli ktiA slrtdnUlnkiellit ? This j^Mknpt MM 
4 dtdpHciiiSdh id^ ^t M&racles tinrdiight by the j^d* bf Gdd 
in Hit^ Ito ^ demhot t)»kdUy coUiBeiVe to ha'M be^ eftc^ 
ed tejr &r^ bir iimuklted by tletei^oti ; ii^ lik^ rismiitiA 
nd bth«i> ]fjdl^ble mode bf iibbOiihtiDg Ibt* tii^ ^ei^, tl^ioi 
by pmo&ing thai they did i^y msanisin Mi iiitia^ 
Gbdrae witti fe^ete i|>^ to t(4iibh they t>i^^t(£iiftet[. I aih 
ftwai^ thfltt i^e snrans of vain phi][<M)i)hy wfll be dbrefbted 
against suck a sappdeitioii, but the dbii^ xX aH IMakf, 
AcHUtA abA pi^j&»^ toimtiebafltes IJie i^; and dAieIr 
Ifte bd(fy of (^deh?06 atfoMed by th« anlncM; in/Sleti im 
iltm poiilt, to e&pireis tmqtkiiliftdd ittnd tmb^sita^ (£>•» 
beliief, km 6% &irguf6 to titter ignoranf^e bf thig gtt>uiidi 
on wlhibb we am AoH^ judge ki thiii mystetibias mitjett. 
Let Imy <««ie, WeVeIr, l^d tiith ftttefntfcto tlie hisbory df 
^e mii&it world, tod b<^ Wtft it^ st^bbg i^ascAi ft» 
befieVing tliat k yoy gr^t ^rt df intokhid W6^ glVdUi ^ 
iSoHtik gaviathHi^tbf iiiitli^ ikpiritt. He t^ "find tfita 
i^^ gd^ w«^ rlidie^ d^td», Woi^ tkn ^ "^eiy iMMMl 
idf miliar foUdWei^ ; ititt thei:t Vt^oos instatutibtis 1NM 
a o6m|i6'aifd ^ ttfitx^tsture, «v«rice, and thife tttost abdO^i- 
hiiBle widcg^es^: y^t te wUl fiild ^etr t)rtitdhii^ WA 
tirue & tbdfr ipDredictiotB, akd midhtahmig ^R^i' It M% 
smes of y€Bii thie Hf^tation of b^g inspiiikl. It Unk 
'diiis Ik ^E^t tst the tiiile ofliie Exodtils; the ^ms tf 
iUurkh^ft )ieltd tiiTdcmtrcilBCid ddminlto iii^ HSli^ )^]^ 
'throiigli Ifihe talcum of Ore lii^icitod, tad IM trmA 
at such It t>^li (/r 'tod^ir^, Ite 'dteost Isblfyih VtftiOb 
-^ yjHSaiigfiCf efod IMfd^ itdMl liie^BMfre ^ffibiir '|xl«MWi 
^ ;ite. -8dt ^ Mi <% th% "SeHptlAfe 4HMr <«Uy 
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were defeated. They could not follow the arm of the 
Lord in his wonders. They could not even save ihehr 
nnhi^py votaries from his plagues ; for ^^ the magicians 
could fiot stand before MoseSf because of the boils^ for the 
boil was mth the tnagician." That they knew tbe evil 
daracter of tlie apiriti diey served, and were aware of 
thdr subordination to the true Jehovah, Is manifest from 
the confession extorted by the wonders wrought by 
Moses ; when, unable- to equal him in his miracles, they 
exdauned to Pharaoh, << This is thejinger of God.** 

III. Under such roasters as these, then, was Moses 
educated; such was the wisdom, in which he is stated 
by the text to have been instituted. Now, ife might 
fidrly expect to find some traces of this his first learning 
in the historical and philosophical parts of the Penta^ 
tfettch. We can conceive no reason which could induce 
him to discredit the antiquity of the world, as main- 
tained by his masters, die Egyptians, or why he should 
expose himself and his countrymen, to contempt, by 
affixing the date of the creation at a period compara- 
tively so recent, except he knew, and confided in the 
authority and direction of a power that could not err. 
But Moses * ♦ ♦ • ♦ • 
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^EFLECTJONS, 



ON PRAYER. 

If tfa^e b^ any duty wluch our Lord Jesus CSirist 
to have Qoqsidered as more indispensably necemmry tq^ 
wards the formation of a true Christiany it i|i ^lal; of 
prayer. He hss take^ er^ oppor.^ of imFe^ 
on our minds the absolute need ia which we stand of the 
Divine assistance^ both to persist in the paths of rig^it^ 
ousnessi and to fly from tjhe allurements of a fiufdnat- 
ing but dangerous life; and he has direct^ lis to tfag^ 
only means of obtaining that assistance in constant and 
habitual appeals to the throne of Grace* Prayer is qbt* 
tainly the foundation-stone of the superstmctqre of « 
religious life : for a man can neither arrive at true piely^ 
nor persevere in its ways when attained, unless, with m^ 
cere and continued fervenqr, and with the most una&cted 
anxiety, he implore Almighty God to graot Mm his p^ 
petual graces to guard imd restrain him from all those 
derelictions of heart to whidi we are^ by miture^^ but tQO 
prone. I should think it<in insult to the miderstandiqg of 
a Christian to dwell on the necessity of prayer; and, be* 
fore we can harangue an infidel on its eSkacji we inoat 
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convince him, not only that the Being to whom we ad- 
dress ourselves really exists, but that he condescends to 
hear and to answer our humble supplications. As these 
objects are foreign to my present purpose, I shall take my 
leave of the necessity of prayer, as acknowledged by all 
to whom this paper is addressed, and shall be content to 
expatiate on the strong inducements which we have to lift 
up our souls to our Maker in the language of supplication 
and of praise ; to depict the happiness which results to the 
man of true piety from the exercise of this duty; and, 
lastly, to warn mankind, lest their fervency should carry 
them into the extreme of fanaticism, and their prayers, 
instead of being silent and unassuming expressions of gra- 
titude to their Maker, and humble entreaties for his fa- 
vouring grace, should degenerate into clamorous vocifer- 
ations and insolent gesticulations, utterly repugnant to the 
true spirit of prayer, and to the language of a creature ad- 
dressing his Creator. 

There Is such an exalted delight to a regenerate b^- 
ing in the act of prayer, and he anticipates with so much 
pleasure, amid the toils of business, and the crowds of 
the world, the moment when he shall be able to pour 
out his soul without interruption into the bosom of his 
Maker, that I am persuadied, that the degree of desire 
or repugnance which a man feels to the performance 
of this amiable duty, is an infallible criterion of his ac- 
ceptance with God. Let the unhappy child of dissipa- 
tion — let the impure voluptuary boast of his short 
hours of ' exquisite eiyoyment; even in the degree of 
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bliss they are infinitely interior to the delight of whidji 
the righteous man participates in his private devotions^ 
while in their opposite consequences they lead to a no 
kss wide extreme than heaven and hell, a state of posit 
tive happiness, and a state of positive misery. If there 
were no other inducement to prayer, than the very grati- 
fication it imparts to the soul, it would deseive to be 
regarded as the most important object of a Christian; 
for no where else could he purchase so much calmness, 
so much resignation, and so much of that peace and re- 
pose of spirit in which consists the chief happiness of 
this otherwise dark and stormy being. But to prayer, 
besides the inducement of momentary gratification, th^ 
very self-love implanted in our bosoms would lead us to 
resort, as the chief good, for our Lord hath said, *^ Ask) 
and it shall be given to thee; knock, and it shall be open* 
ed ;" and not a supplication made in the true spirit of fait^ 
and humility, but shall be answered ; not a request which 
is urged with unfeigned submission and lowliness of spirit 
but shall be granted, if it be consistent with our happinesSi 
either temporal or eternal. Of this happiness, however, 
the Lord God is the only judge; but this we do 
know, that whether our requests be granted, or whether 
they be refused, all is working together for our ultimate 
benefit. 

When I say ihkt auch of our requests and solicit^ 
ations as are urged in the true spirit of meekness, humi- 
lity, and submission, will indubitably be answered, I 
would wish to draw a line between supplications so 
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tigvd, and diose viokiit and rAemmt db<i|iWUion8 
wliiob, midtr die maie of prayersf are aematuoM lie^ 
to proceed &om the lips of men pKsfyuang 4o woisi}i^ 
Gk>d in the apiiit of meeknew and truth. Sorely I need 
not impress on any leaaonaUe ttiind» how dtieetly cei^ 
traiy tbeae inflamed and bembaitic hasa^gneB are t0 
e¥ery piecept of Christiaiuty, and mety idea of ifas Ash 
ferenee due fimn a pocn* vfoaa, Uhe man^ to theMspa-* 
potent «Qd all-great Ofod. Can we hesitate a mcnnent as 
to which is moie accqitable in his sight^^lhe diftdenl^ 
Ihe lowfy, dbe retiring, and yet solemn and impeeadlYie 
ferm of wordbip of onr excellent chnnoh ; and die wild 
and labonred eKdamations^ the anthoritad^e and dictav 
tory obmioars of men, who, forgettii^ die immense dis»- 
tanoe at whidi diey stand from the awfid Being whom 
diey address, boldly, and widi imblushii^ fimit, speak 
to didr Ood as to an equal, and ahnest dare to pre* 
seribe to his infinite wisdom the steps it shall povsoe? 
How oki&i has the silent, y%t eloquent eye of misery, wmn^ 
fitmi the reluctant hand of ohari^ that relief which 
has heea denied to the loud and importunate bq;gar? 
And is heaven to be taken by storm ? Are we to wrsst 
die Almighty from his purposes by vodfemtion and im- 
{Mirtunity ? Ood ferbid ! It is a &ir and a reasonable^ 
.though a melancholy inference, diat the Lord shuts his 
ears against prayers like diese, and leaves the deluded 
supplicants to follow the impulse of th^ pwn headstrong 
passions, widiout a guide, and destitute of every ray of 
pure and holy light. 
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Those modL apostles» who thus disgrace the worship 
of the tme God by their extraragance^ are very fond 
of appearing to imitate the conduct of our Saviour, 
during his mortal peregrination ; but how contrary were 
his habits to those of these deluded men t Did he teach 
his disdjdes to insult the ear of heaven with noise and 
clamour? Were his precepts those of &naticism and 
passion ? Did he inflame the minds of his hearers with 
vehement and declamatory harangues ? Did he pray 
with all this confidence — - this arrogance — this assurance? 
How difierent was his conduct ! He divested wisdom of 
all its pomp and parade, in order to suit it to the capad* 
ties of the meanest of its auditiirs* He spake to them 
in the lowly language of parable and similitude; and 
when he prayed, did he instruct his hearers to attend to 
him with a loud chorus of Amens ? Did he (partici- 
pating as he did in the Godhead), did he assume the tone 
of su£Sciency, and the language of assurance? Far 
from it I He prayed, and he instructed his disciples to 
pray, in lowliness and meekness of spirit; he instructed 
them to approach the Throne of Grace with fear and 
trembling, silently, and with the deepest awe and vener- 
ation y and he evinced by his condemnation of the prayer 
of the self-sufficient Pharisee, opposed* to that of the dif* 
fident publican, the light in which those were consi- 
dered in the eyes of the Lord, who^ setting the^terrors of 
his Godhead at defiance, and boldly building on their 
own worthiness, approached him with confidence and 
pride. ♦#♦••♦•♦ 
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There is nothing so indispensably necessary towards 
the establishment of future earthly, as well as heavenly 
happiness, as early impressions of piety. For as religion 
is the sole source of all human welfare and peace, so 
habits of religious reflection, in the spring of life, are the 
only means of an'iving at a due sense of the importance 
of divine concerns in age, except by the bitter and • 
hazardous roads of repentance and remorse. There is not 
a more awful spectacle in nature, than the death-bed of 
a late repentance. The groans of agony which attend 
the separation of the soul from the body, heightened by 
the heart-piercing exclamation of mental distress ; the 
dreadful ebullitions of horror and remorse, intermingled 
with the half fearful, but fervent deprecations of the 
Divine wrath, and prayers for the Divine mercy, joined to 
the pathetic imploring to the friends who stand weeping 
around the bed of the sinner to pray for him, and to 
take warning from his awful end, contribute to render 
this scene such an impressive and terrible memento of the 
state of those who have neglected their souls, as must 
bring to a due sense of his duty the most hardened of 
infidels. 

It is to ensure you, my young friends, as far as pre- 
cept can ensure you, from horrors like these in your last 
moments, that I write this little book, in the hopes that, 
through the blessing of the Divine Being, it may be use- 
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itil in inducing you to reflect on the importance of early 
piety, and lead you into the cheerful performance of your 
duties to God, and to your own souls* In the pursuit of 
this plan, I shall, first, consider the bliss which results 
from a pious disposition, and the horrors of a wicked 
one; secondly, the necessity of an early attention to the 
concerns of the soul towards the establishment of perma* 
nent religion, and its consequent happiness ; and, thirdlyp 
I shall point out and contrast the last moments of those 
who have acted in conformity, or in contradiction to the 
rules here laid down. 

The contrast between the lives of the good and the 
wicked man affords such convincing arguments in sup- 
port of the excellence of religion, that even those infi- 
dels who have dared to assert their disbelief of the 
doctrine of Revelation have confessed that in a political 
point of view, if in no other, it ought to be maintained* 
Compare the peaceful and collected course of the vir- 
tuous and pious man, with the turbulent irregularly and 
violence of him who neglects his soul for the allure- 
ments of vice, and judge for yourselves of the policy of 
the conduct of each, even in this world. Whose plea- 
sures are the most exquisite ? Whose delights the most 
lasting? Whose state is the most enviable? His who 
barters his hopes of eternal welfare for a few fleeting mo- 
ments of brutal gratification ; or his who, while he keeps 
a future state alone in his view, finds happiness in the 
conscientious performance of his duties, and the scrupu- 
lous fulfilment of the end of his sojourn her^ ? Believe 
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met my IHeads, dKse is no eMoparison bifeiviMi tb^^p^. 
The joys ^ tbe in&itiwjted mortal who aacrig^es his «pi]J 
to hk seosualities, axe mixed wkb bttteroes^ aiid migiiii^* 
Tbe voice of otescience rises disttnctly to his eai^ emA 
tbe shouts of mtemperaiioe and the eellies of obstr€|>erow 
tanih. la the hour of lejoiciiig, idie wUspers her ^V^fffi^ 
Ikig monitions to him ; end his heart sinks witJm hm, 
end the emik of toimfhftttt YiUaay is eonyeited bto tk^ 
ghartlygfia of horror and hepdessoess. But* oh J i* 
the hu^uid fartenrais of dissipeAios^^iii the dead h0ur ^ 
the night, when all is solitude and sUeee^ when ^e si»i4 
is driven to commune with itself, and the voice of re- 
morse^ whose whispers w^e before Jvdf drowmd im the 
noise of riot^ rises dreadftiUy ^istin^t^'^whatJ -^whst 
•le his emotioas 1 Who can paint his ufpmifiSf his exf> 
tffatums, his despair I Let that Bsan Jiose 9g^ixh hi /the 
VortoL of fiuhion, and foUy, and vic€^ the r<ynejmbi»nce 
ef his horiDKs^ let him ^nale, let him Uu^ and be m^nj; 
heUene me^ juy dear feeders, he «5 ino^ ^<^Pi>79 be is ik^ 
iiareksib he is fio^ the jovial beiaag he ^pears to be. Kis 
hcatl is ibeafty wilfbin him; he jcannot stifle the reflecUQUs 
which msasulL Urn ixi tbe very moment of eq|oyment^ but 
eliap the $)ainted v^ from his boson^ ]ay aside ihe tri^ 
pngs flf M^f «Dd diat man is mserable^ and not only so, 
but he has pnrcbased that misery at the e^^ponse of eter- 
nal tin a nent . 



eee to this smfal picture .the life of the jgpod 
who iriaes ia the ^mftroing 4¥itb jiihf^K&ihifiiBs 
Cveirtar for «U tbe «Md )ie Jhatb totoxed 
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t^)M iSm, and to pftrfimi with stodiooi txtubtAe^s ^ 
doAei of his ttatkm; and kys himself down on his piHdw 
in the eretiing in Ae sireet codseiotittiess of the apfdaosei 
of his o#n heart Place this ihan on th£ stormy seas of 
lElafsfortiiiie and sbrroir *^ press him with afflietiye di$pen»^ 
Atbns of Prbtideddce *^ toateh from his arms the object 
df his affeetiottg -^ sepiutttfe him for eter from all he lored 
ttid Ih^ld dear ^ki earth, and leave him isolated and an ont* 
cast in Ae Ivot'ld^ -^-^ he ii^ cahn-^heis ccnnposed — ^ he «i 
grateful -^ h<6 wtepSj tot human nature is weak, bnthe stffl 
pfesel^ipesi Inis cdttiposiire and resignation *^ he Still looks fip 
to th^ K3ive^ of ^ good with tlmnkfulness and praise^ and 
perseveres witii cafantiess aind fottitnde in the paths of ri||ht* 
eousness. His disappointments cannot overwhelm him, for 
his chief ho^ «re placed far, l^ery fcr, beyond Ifie reach 
of human vicissitude* ^^ He hath chosen that good party 
which none can take away from him." 

Here then lies the great excellence of religion and piety; 
they not only lead to eternal happiness, but to the happiness 
of this world; they not only ensure everlasting bliss, but 
they are the sole means of arriving at that degree of feli« 
city which this dark and stormy being is capable of, and 
are the sole supports in the hour of adversi^ and affliction* 
How in&tuated then must that man be, who can wilfiiUy 
shut his eyes to his own welfare, and deviate from the 
paths of righteousness, which lead to bliss I Even allowing 
him to entertain the erroneous notion that religion does 
not lead to happiness in this life, his conduct is incompati- 
ble with every idea of a reasonable being. In the Spec* 
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tator we find the following image employed to induce a 
conviction of the magnitude of this truth : supposing the 
whole body of the earth were a great ball, or mass of the 
finest sand, and that a single grain, or particle of this sand, 
should be annihilated every thousand years; supposing 
'then that you had it in your choice to be happy all the 
while this prodigious mass was consuming, by this slow 
method, till there was not a grain of it left, on condition 
that you were to be miserable ever after; or supposing that 
you might be happy for ever after, on condidon you would 
be miserable till the whole mass of sand were thus annilii- 
lated, at the rate of one sand a thousand years ; which of 
these two cases would you make your choice ? 

It must be confessed that in this case so many * * 
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The life of man is transient and unstable ; its fairest 
passages are but a lighter shade of evil, and yet those 
passages form but a disproportionate part of the picture. 
We all seek Happiness, though with different degrees of 
avidity, while the fickle object of our pursuits continually 
evades the grasp of those who are the most eager in the 
chase ; and, perhaps, at last throws herself into the arms 
of those who had entirely lost all sight of her, and who, 
when they are most blessed with her enjoyment, are least 
conscious that they possess her. Were the objects in 
which we placed the consummation of our wishes always 
virtuous, and the means employed to arrive at the boum 
of our desires uniformly good, there can be little doubt 
that the aggregate of mankind would be as happy as is 
consistent with the state in which they live : but, unfortu- 
nately, vicious men pursue vicious ends by vicious means, 
and, by so doing, not only ensure their own misery, but 
they overturn and destroy the fair designs of the wiser 
and the better of their kind. Thus he who has no idea of 
a bliss beyond the gratification of his brutal appetites in- 
volves in the crime of seduction the peace and the repose 
of a good and happy family, and an individual act of evil 
extends itself by a continued impulse over a large portion 
of society. It is thus that men of bad minds become the 
pests of the societies of which they happen to be mem- 
bers. It is thus that the virtuous among men pay the 
bitter penalty of the crimes and follies of their unworthy 
fellows. 

VOL. n. D D 
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Men who have passed their whole lives in the lap of 
luxury and enjoymdnt, have no idea of misery beyond that 
of which they happen to be the individual objects. 



THE END. 
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